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JUNGLE CRAWL — 


The Black Eagles’ had an advantage over the 
raiders. The VC were in a hurry and had to complete 
their work before dawn. The Black Eagles had all 
day. Each man, acting independently, spread out 
from the others. By staying low and crawling at a 
steady pace, they could glance up into the night sky 
and catch the floating silhouettes of the VC around 
them. With plenty of ammo, and the M16s set on 
full automatic, they were ready to do more battle 
than the enemy. had expected. 

The Falcon eased forward along the ground, 
alternating quick, darting glances with pressing his 
ear to the earth for the tell-tale vibrations of running 
feet. He sensed movement close by and glanced in 
that direction. Three figures. He waited until they 
were a mere fifteen feet away, then brought up the 
muzzle of his weapon. He cut loose two fire-bursts 
and—in the milliseconds of light afforded by the 
shots—caught the satisfying sight of the trio of VC 
staggering back under the impact. He listened for 
groans, but heard none. 

The Falcon went back to his-low, slow crawl... 
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ONE 


Sunlight exploded in the face of the prisoner when 
the door to the metal box was jerked open. He 
turned his head away from the unexpected glare and 
put both hands over his eyes. 

‘*Outside! Outside!’’ the guard commanded in his 
shrill voice. ‘‘Outside! Outside!’’ 

The prisoner painfully sat up and struggled to pull 
his six feet, four-inch body out of the five and a half 
foot long iron coffin that had been his home for the 
previous one hundred and twenty hours. He was too 
stiff and slow to suit.the guard, who displayed his 
displeasure by striking the captive hard across the 
knees with a heavy wooden truncheon. 

Grimacing against the pain and rage, the prisoner 
stepped out and stood in the blast furnace heat of the 
tropical afternoon. Despite the hundred plus degrees 
of temperature and the high humidity, it was a relief 
to him after the smothering confines he had endured 
for so long. He was a tall, slim man in his early 
forties. His hair, though growing out now, gave 
evidence. of always being kept close-cropped and 
manageable. The two-week growth of beard he 
sported was definitely not a personal preference on 
his part. Nor was the dried feces on his legs that had 
resulted from continual confinement in the horrible 
box. And standing stark naked in the blazing sun 
was another torment he bore not-from chance but 
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from: circumstance. A physical fitness buff before his 
imprisonment, the prisoner’s body was still muscular 
and supple, his confinement not yet of sufficient 
duration to-bring on deterioration. 

**You go to flag!’? the guard commanded. 

The prisoner had been through this routine before. 
He stumbled across the prison yard with the guard 
pushing him occasionally until he stood in front of a 
tall bamboo pole. 

“Look cup!” the guard instructed him. 

The prisoner dutifully tipped his head back and 
opened his eyes to see a red banner sporting a large 
gold star. 

‘Salute flag!’’ 

The prisoner raised his hand to his brow, then 
continued the motion until his arm was extended 
above his head, his fist clenched. Then he sprung out 
the middle finger and jabbed it at the banner. 

“Imperialist dog!’’ The truncheon slammed into 
the prisoner’s kidneys, knocking him to the ground. - 
*‘Get on feet!’’ 

This new ache in his lower back pulsated with the 
old pains already there as he laboriously re-assumed 
a standing position. 

‘Salute flag!’’ 

‘‘Wait.’”? The voice came from a short distance 
away. 

The prisoner looked in that direction and saw two 
short oriental men approaching. One wore a khaki 
uniform with a sun helmet, and the other a 
nondescript blue Chinese Mao-style type uniform. 
The latter spoke to the prisoner in a kindly voice. 
**Ah, Colonel Baldwin. How can I help you, if you 
won’t cooperate with the prison staff?’’ The English 
was correct and barely accented. 

‘*I’ve asked you for none,’’ Baldwin said. 
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‘But I want to help you,” the man said. ‘‘It is so 
useless for you to suffer in order to avoid doing a 
simple, physical act. All you are being asked to do is 
to raise your hand to your forehead.’’ 

‘‘There’s a hell of a lot more to it than that, 
Doctor Yoon,’’ Baldwin insisted. 

Yoon displayed a disappointed expression. ‘“Why 
do you refuse my friendship???’ He was a small 
delicate man, with kindly eyes and sincere, but 
toothy smile. He sported the wispy moustache typical 
of middle-aged Oriental men. : 

‘‘T find it hard to believe that you came all the way |. 
from North Korea simply to become friends with 
me. 2) 

‘But, my dear Colonel Baldwin, I most certainly 
did,’” Yoon said. ‘‘That is my sole purpose of being 
here—to be your friend and guide you through your 


- re-education.”’ 


Baldwin remained silent. 
The other man, a North Vietnamese colonel 
named Nguyen, snorted his displeasure. ‘‘A very bad 
American. He needs much training to take away his 
bourgeois attitude.’? He was the opposite of his 
companion in physical appearance. Rugged and 
husky, his face displayed an athletic quality as did 
the way he moved. Long years of hard soldiering in 
brutal, unforgiving circumstances had produced a> 
dedicated, tough individual who looked upon 

physical discomfort and pain as a challenge. 

Yoon turned to Nguyen. ‘‘May I ask you a favor, 
please?”’ 

“‘Of course, comrade.”’ 

‘Give me another chance to work with Colonel 
Baldwin. I am positive I can change his viewpoint.’’ 

Nguyen shook his head. ‘‘No! We have given this 
American several opportunities to see the light, but 
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he is stubborn. Only physical punishment will open 
his eyes.”” 

‘Please, Colonel Nguyen. He hasn’t been here a 
month yet. And I will lose face if I fail with him. 
Colonel Baldwin is an intelligent man wrapped in the 
dark cloak of capitalistic ignorance,’ Yoon pleaded. 
“It will take time to peel away the layers of western 

decadence. ty 

Nguyen thought for several moments. “One 1 more 
chance then. But no more—no more!”’ : 
. Thank you so much, comrade.’’ Yoon turned to 

Baldwin. ‘‘Am I not your friend then? You will not 
have to return to that horrible box.”’ 

_ Despite his gut feelings, Baldwin felt a surge of 
_ gtatitude toward the North Korean. For a brief 
moment he even considered asking for the use of the 
shower facilities, but quickly reconsidered. Instead, 
- the pilot remained silent. 

‘But he will get no clothing until he salutes the 
flag of the people of North Vietnam,’’ Nguyen said. 

Yoon gave Baldwin an imploring look. ‘‘Salute the 
flag. Please, Colonel Baldwin.”’ 

Silence. 

Nguyen barked some terse orders in Vietnamese, 
and the guard grabbed Baldwin’s arm, hustling him 
across the yard to the block of cells on the far side of 
the compound. 


Lieutenant Colonel Winston Baldwin, United 
States Air Force, was the unwilling guest of the 
North Vietnamese in that summer of 1964 through 
his extraordinary devotion to duty. As the operations 
officer of a clandestine reconnaissance squadron, 
this veteran of both World War II in Europe and the 
Korean War was not the type to be content with 
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_ Sitting behind a desk while directing the highly classi- 
fied activities of his unit. Baldwin’s basic philosophy 
of military leadership was that a man can’t lead, 
direct or advise missions in which he doesn’t actively 
participate, at least now and then. 

His unit was the vanguard of a possible escalation 
of the American effort to aid the South Vietnamese 
in their struggle against aggression from the north. 
Their basic mission was aerial monitoring of 
activities by the Communists near the border 
between the two countries. 

It was during an overflight of the North Viet- 
namese jungles that a newly established, hidden 
SAM site had sent up the missile that punched into 
Baldwin’s RF-4C Phantom. He bailed out over 
unfriendly territory, his parachute carrying him into 
tall trees that ripped the nylon canopy to shreds 
causing him to fall the last fifteen feet and badly 
twist both ankles. 
_ With only the barest of survival gear, he limped 

off into the jungle using a lensatic compass to keep 
him moving on a southerly course. But due to the 
density of the vegetation, swamps and other 
impassable terrain features, Baldwin found himself 
constantly having to backtrack. His progress was 
further impeded by the proximity of search parties 
looking for the pilot who had left the shredded 
parachute behind. Each day without adequate 
food—and drinking untreated water—began to take 
its toll until the onslaught of heatstroke felled him. 

It was to his credit that he successfully evaded 
North Vietnamese army patrols for two weeks before 
he finally collapsed and was discovered by a young 
soldier who had stepped off a narrow jungle trail to 


defecate. 
A painstaking study of various orders of battle of 
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the United States Air Force by his captors failed to 
turn up Baldwin’s name on any of the usual 
American air squadrons in the Far East. Further 
probing proved futile in this unusual situation. It was 
found necessary to call in Russian intelligence. 
Within a week, the North Vietnamese knew they had 
the operations officer of a joint USAF-CIA unit in 
their hands—and a carefully planned program of 
interrogation ‘and mind control was launched against 
the American officer. 

His relative high rank and unusual mission gained 
him admittance to a special prison camp—known 
- Officially within the communist hierarchy as 
_ Garrison Three—run by Colonel Nguyen Chi Roi, 

“North Vietnam’s premier interrogator and warden. 
And, with the growing activity of the Americans in 
the south, Nguyen’s staff had been supplemented by 
a North Korean brainwashing expert, Doctor Yoon 
Hwan, who had developed his skill working on 
American POWs during the Korean conflict a dozen 
years earlier. 


Baldwin examined his new cell. Part of a square 
‘cement building, his quarters measured six feet 
across, eight feet deep and seven feet tall. There was 
an iron bunk attached to the wall that was designed 
by small orientals to accommodate others of their 
ilk. A thin, straw mattress covered it. Baldwin noted 
the small chamber pot in one corner of the cell. He 
considered that the best improvement’ of his 
_conditions. 

Baldwin settled down as best he could on his small 
bed. He lay quietly, closing his eyes trying to rest up 
for whatever ordeal awaited him in the near future. 
He found his nap interrupted by a scraping and 
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tapping noise, as if being done by someone on the 
far side of the cell wall. He gritted his teeth in anger. 
Another harassing ploy, no doubt, to add to the 
discomfort of Yoon’s subtle program of promoting 
mental anguish by degrees. 

The noise continued. Baldwin noticed the 
irregularity, and this puzzled him. The best way to 
annoy someone would be to keep up-a persistent 
unceasing rhythm. After a half hour, the true 
meaning of the noise leaped into his mind. 

The Morse code! 

The taps were dots and the scrapes were dashes. 
Baldwin put his ear against the wall where the sound 
seemed to be coming from. He. caught the letters 
Y-T-O-N—then silence. . 

Baldwin frantically looked around his cell for 
something to talk back with. He had seen no other | 
prisoners since his confinement, but that could have 
been because of his spending most of the time in that 
black box. Even if it were a trick, it was certainly 
worth finding out about. He noticed a chipped area . 
on the wall. He got the chamber pot pot and eased 
up to the bars in the door for a quick look. As best 
as he could determine there was no guard close by. 
He gently struck the wall with the pot until a piece of 
cement was dislodged, then he went back to his bunk 
and began his own tapping and scraping. 

' B-A-L-D-W-I-N—U-S-A-F 

He repeated it three times, then waited. The 
answer came back immediately. 

' D-A-Y-T-O-N—S-S-G—U-S—A-R-M-Y 

Despite his misgivings, Baldwin smiled to himself, 
and tapped out a question. 

W-H-A-T—S-S-G. 

The unknown man tapped, S-T-A-F-F—S-G-T 

Baldwin was immediately suspicious, then . he. 
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recalled that the army used a three-letter system of 
abbreviation for ranks. He decided to do the same 
‘for his own grade. He tapped back, L-C-L 

H-O-W-D-Y—S-I-R 

Baldwin grinned at the display of. military 
courtesy. He tapped: H-O-W—L-O-N-G—Y-O-U— 
H-E-R-E : 

W-H-A-T—D-A-T-E was asked. 

Baldwin answered: J-U-L—6-4 . 

1-8—M-O-N-T-H-S ei 

**Jesus Christ!’’ Baldwin exclaimed involuntarily. 
But before he could tap out another message, the 
sergeant named Dayton sent another. 

S-A-L-U-T-E—F-L-A-G 

N-O—W-A-Y, Baldwin said. 

§-T-A-Y—H-E-A-L-T-H-¥—pause—G-E-T— 
C-L-O-T-H-e-S another pause G-E-T—B-E-T-T-E-R— 
C-H-O-W_.. 

N-O—F-U-C-K-I-N-G—S-A-L-U-T-E, Baldwin 
insisted. 

The advice came back, L-I-S-T-E-N—T-O— 
O-L-D—S-A-R-G-E 

I—T-H-I-N-K—A-B-O-U-T—I-T, Baldwin told 
him. He followed this with H-O-W—M-A-N-Y— 
P-R-I-S-O-N-E-R-S—H-E-R-E 

W-I-T-H—Y-O-U—N-O-W—F-I-V-E, the other 
man responded. 

Baldwin surmised that with only. that small. 
number of people confined in such a large area, he 
was being held in a very special place. 

The two were able to keep up their scrape-tapping 
communications for another hour before the activity 
of the guards caused a cessation in the exchanges. 
Baldwin lay back on his bunk and pondered the new 
development. If the man were a genuine prisoner like 
himself, they might be able to work out something 
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together, if only some morale-raising mutual 
support. On the other hand, it could be Doctor Yoon 
sitting on the other side of the wall laughing his ass 
off. 

Only time would tell, but Baldwin did like the 
advice he got: STAY HEALTHY. That made sense 
and he did need all the strength he could muster if he 
were to ever get the hell away from that hellhole. 
And that he must do. It was of the utmost 
importance that he not break down under torture or 
mental harassment. 

Baldwin had no choice. It was either that. or 
suicide, 


-” 
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TWO 


There was a section of Saigon that was unique 
even for that exotic city. Although not an actual 
political department or zone, it had its own name: Le 
Quartier des Colons. 

Here were the voluntary expatriates of metropoli- 
tan France. Many had gone back to France once, but 
after years in the colonial service, they discovered 
they were strangers too far removed from old 
customs and traditions to become regular Frenchmen 
again. They were colons—now and forever. 

These individuals lived in the past—a time of 
colonial grandeur and authority, when they were the 
rulers of this humid, hot land. Most of them were 
only a step or two above poverty—in fact, the ones 
that were the best off were the retired bureaucrats 
living on their pensions. The rest had minor jobs in 
the South Vietnamese government or ran their own 
businesses—none too lucrative. 

The taxi pulled up to the narrow street leading into 
the Quartier des Colons. Two men got out—one a 
short, stocky Vietnamese, and the other a rangy 
American named Clayton Andrews. The latter was 
the CIA case officer for MACV/SOG, the super 
secret special operations group. Andrews’ job could — 
best be described as directing activities into places 
where angels feared to tread. His companion, a real 
hard case, was a colonel in the South Vietnamese 
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police who worked directly under all-powerful 
General Nguyen Ngoc Loan. His name was Tran 
. Hoc—the politest way to reveal his profession would 
be to say that he was a:-personality specialist. 

The two walked down the narrow street without 
speaking. The only communication between them 
was when Tran pointed to a small bistro that bore a 
faded painted sign which sported the name La 
Coloniale. They paused at the entrance. 

“Careful, aren’t they?’’ Andrews remarked at the 
double layer of heavy mesh screen that covered the 
windows.. ; 

“A. professional, Mister Andicee ”* Tran said. 
*SAs you shall soon see. Shall we go in?” 

‘After you, Colonel Tran.’’ : 

They stepped inside the surveyed the interior. 
There were only three people inside the long narrow 
little saloon. All Europeans, they seemed bored, 
appearing to have been washed up and hung out to 
dry in the tough game of. life. Their listless eyes 
reflected faded dreams and staggering disappoint- 
ments. These were failed white men clinging together 
in the midst of a yellow society. 

- A row of small tables, each only capable of 
déconmimodating two or three people, lined one wall 
while a scarred bar took over most of the remainder 
of the room. A bartender, quite Teutonic and very 
tough looking, glanced their way. ‘‘Oui, messieurs?”’ 
He invited them to sit down by indicating a couple of 
stools in front of him. 

. ‘Nous desirons parler avec vous, Hosteins,’’ Trac 
said motioning the man to follow them toward the 
back of the place. 

*‘Sheist!’’ Hosteins cursed. But he followed them. 

Andrews glanced at the wall and noted two certi- 
ficates hung out in plain sight. The first sported an 
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illustration of the French army parachutist hades 
and proclaimed: 


REPUBLIQUE FRANCAISE 
MINISTERE DES ARMEES 
BREVET MILITAIRE 
DE 
PARACHUTISTE 


a . 
Legionnaire 2e Classe HOSTEINS, Bruno 


The second, showing various insignia and a blue, 
white and red ribbon bore printing which said: 


Sergent HOSTEINS, Bruno 
2e BATAILLON ETRANGER DE PARACHUTISTES 
EVADE DE DIEN BIEN PHU 


The trio went into the tiny office at the far end of 
the bar. Tran pushed the door open and motioned 
the bartender to precede them. After Andrews had . 
crowded in, the door was shut and the Vietnamese 
pointed to the only chair. ‘‘Sit down.” He indicated 
the American with a nod of his head. ‘‘This is Mister 
Andrews—”’ His head bobbed the other way. 
‘*_This is Hosteins.”’ 

Hosteins shrugged. ‘‘What do you want?’”’ 

‘‘Mister Andrews wants to talk to you,’’ Tran 
said. 

‘‘Make it snappy,’”’ Hosteins said. ‘‘I’ve business . 
to attend to.”’ 

‘*He’ll take as much time as he wishes,” Tran 
said. 

Andrews made himself comfortable on the desk 
beside Hosteins. ‘‘I hear you are familiar with a 
place called Fort Rollet.’’ 
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‘*Yes,”’ Hosteins said. . 

‘I understand you know every inch of it.’’ 

‘*T helped build it,’? Hosteins said. ‘What is this 

all about?”’ 

**And I also understand you. are very familiar with 
the area around it,’’ Andrews continued. 

‘I have probably walked—or crawled—every bit 
of two hundred square kilometers around Fort 
Rollet,’’ Hosteins said. ‘“What do you want to know 
about it?” 

- ‘Would you like to see it again?’’ 

_ Hosteins displayed a slight smile. ‘“‘Not particu- 
larly. It is up in the north—between Lai Chiau and 
Dien Bien Phu. Did you notice my certificates on the 
fs wall?”’ 

**Yes, if my French doesn’t fail me, it identifies 
you as an escapee of Dien Bien Phu,”’ Andrews said. 

“Correct, monsieur,’’ Hosteins said. ‘‘But that 
doesn’t actually tell the full story. I was a successful 
escapee—there were many, many attempted 
escapees. Mais, c’est mauvais, there was no. 
certificate issued for that. And having gone to all the - 
trouble of avoiding capture up there some ten years 
ago, I have no desire to repeat the risk.’’ 

' “It can be made worth your while,’’ Andrews 

. said. 

‘Sorry, but—’’ 

**Bah!’’ Tran snorted. ‘‘Enough of this prattle! 
Hosteins, you are coming with us and accepting 
assignment’ on a special mission. And there is 
absolutely no chance for you to get out of it.’’ 

-Hosteins snarled. ‘“You have no right—”’ 

Andrews spoke in a cold voice. ‘‘Bruno Hosteins, 

ex-sergeant, French Foreign Legion. Enlisted in 1946 
and. served until the honorable expiration of your 

_ second enlistment contract in 1956.” 
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**Yes,”? Hosteins said. ‘‘And by virtue of that 
' service I am a citizen of France and a legal resident 
of South Vietnam. All my papers are in first class 
order.”’ 
Andrews continued. ‘‘Horst Kruger, SS-ober- . 
sturmfuhrer, 3rd SS Panzer Division—Totenkopf.’’ 
Hosteins shrugged. ‘‘So? That is no big secret. 

When I enlisted in the Foreign Legion from the 
POW cage in Stuttgart, I was in the full uniform of 
the Waffen-SS. The Legion offered a new life and a 
new name, That is standard procedure. I am no war 
criminal. I served in a front line combat unit.”’ 

‘Absolutely correct,’’ Andrews said. ‘‘And 
nobody in the west has any charges against you 
whatsoever. But how would you like to see East 

Germany? They would love to get their hands on any 
ex-SS man—particularly one who had a long record 
of: fighting various Communist causes. And they’re 
not real particular about making bonifide charges. 
The Reds are quite good at making things up.’’ 

**You have no right to. send me there,’’ Hosteins 
‘said. ‘I am a legal French citizen!’’ -- 

Andrews’ friendly countenance faded, and his 
expression hardened. ‘‘I don’t give a goddamn if 
you’re the president of France, Hosteins. If I want to 
slap your ass right down in the middle of East 

Germany—or the Soviet Union—lI’ll do it.’’ 

'  Hosteins grimaced. ‘‘I will appeal to the French 
embassy.”’ 

‘‘There will be no opportunity for that,’’ Tran said 
coldly. . 

_ “On the other hand,’’ Andrews said now smiling, 
“what would you think of going to America—with 
lots of cash?’’ 

**T have a brother—”’ 
‘In New Jersey,’’? Andrews interrupted. ‘‘Rural 
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Route 7 outside of the little town of Sand Brook. 
Karl Kruger wasn’t in the SS, was he? In fact, he’s 
quite a bit younger than you, Hosteins. He didn’t 
serve in World War II at all. After that unpleasant 
occurrence ended, he emigrated to America. He ran 
a little camera shop in Paterson, New Jersey. After a 
couple of years he sold out and bought a farm. From 
what I’ve been able to find out, he’s really enjoying 
life to the hilt. And, guess what? He’s got room— 
and work—for you there. : 

Hostein betrayed his emotions. ‘‘He’s asked me to 
come there. But I’ve not been able to get a visa. And 
it’s a nice farm. Karl wrote me about it. He has big 
plans, and with the little money I’ve put aside I 
could— 

“What about a visa and several thousand dollars 
to go along with your savings, Hosteins?’’ Andrews 
asked. ‘“You two could really enlarge the operation, 
huh? And I’ll bet those three kids of his would love 
to meet their uncle Bruno—or—Horst. He has a 
lovely wife too. Sounds ideal ‘to me.”’ 

**How much will you pay me?”’ 

‘Tran interrupted. ‘‘Don’t speak as if you’ re. 
bargaining, Hosteins. I haven’t time to listen to this 
mindless prattle. If you’re going to America you’d 
better make arrangements to sell this place.”’ 

' “I still need that visa from the American 
‘Embassy,’’ Hosteins said. ‘‘It takes time.’’ 

“Your visa is ready and waiting for you when you 
return from the mission,’’ Andrews said. 

Tran’s patience had at last run out. “‘Where do 
you want him to report?’’ 

*““We have a safehouse, but I can’t give the 
address, of course,’’ Andrews said. ‘‘I’ll personally 
pick you up here in four hours.”’ 

Hosteins was angry. ‘‘I cannot possibly sell my 
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business in that short time.” 
Andrews smiled. ‘‘We’ll get to that, Hosteins. 
How much do you want for it?’’ 


Doctor Yoon Hwan and Colonel Nguyen Chi Roi 
stood by the flagpole in the middle of the prison yard 
and watched Lieutenant Colonel Winston Baldwin, 
still naked, walk toward them. The guard behind the 
prisoner prodded him every few steps. They finally 
_ Stopped. 

The guard barked the order. ‘‘Salute flag!” 

Baldwin hesitated, then remembered the sergeant’s 
advice. STAY HEALTHY. Even if they weren’t 
keeping him in that box, he was still receiving an 
inadequate diet. And the trips out into the hot sun 
were beginning to turn his skin a bright pink. A bad 
sunburn could lead to serious infection for an under- 
nourished man. 

‘Salute flag!’’ 

Any type of infection would lead to a fever. Anda 
fever under those unsanitary conditions would 
inevitably be an extremely high one. The type that 
would lead to delirium—and men babble things 
’ when they’re sunk that low. Things they might not 
want other people to know. 

‘Salute flag!’’ 

Baldwin hesitated a moment, then slowly raised his 
hand to his brow—and held it. 

‘**Excellent, Colonel Baldwin!’? Yoon said. He 
turned to Nguyen. ‘‘What do you think of that, 
comrade?’’ 

Nguyen snarled. ‘‘I think he has a long way to go 
before I am satisfied with him. And that includes 
answering our questions.’’ 

Yoon laughed in good humor. ‘‘Oh, my dear 
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Colonel Nguyen. I’m sure that my friend here is 
more than ready to open up his heart to us and aid 
the great socialist cause by making us fully informed 
of all the useful information he has.’’ 

‘‘I want something to eat,’’ Baldwin said. 

‘“*You have already been fed!’? Nguyen barked. 

’ “That was two days ago,” Baldwin said. ‘I want 
something to eat.”’ 

‘You talk with Doctor Yoon first,’? Nguyen said. 
‘Then we’ll see if—and what—you are to eat.” 

**Yes! Yes!’’ Yoon said. ‘‘Please, come with me to 
my quarters Colonel Baldwin. We will have a ‘nice 
chat.” 

*‘Not until I have a chance to bathe and get some 
clothes,’’ Baldwin said. He had purposely asked for 
this after requesting food. He understood a little how 
the Oriental mind worked. To demand only one 
thing would make them appear to lose face if they 
gave in to it. However, if he requested three items, 
they would still appear to have the upper hand by 
granting him only two. 

Nguyen gave quick orders, and the guard trotted - 
away toward a nearby building. Within moments he 
was back with a small bundle of clothing. He flung 
them to the ground at Baldwin’s feet. The American - 
bent down and picked them up. The guard motioned 
him to a spot across the compound where a small 
outdoor shower stood. The prospect of cleaning up 
added haste to Baldwin’s pace as they walked across 
the prison compound. 

The water, from a well, was cold and refreshing. 
There was no soap, so the prisoner contented himself 
with rubbing himself clean with his hands. Then, still 
soaking wet because of no towel, he turned his 
attention to the items of clothing. They were prison 
garb of a sort, trousers and jacket, with white and 
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red stripes. He slipped into the pants. They were too 
large. 

‘*I need a smaller size.”” 

Nguyen frowned at this impertinence. ‘‘That’s the 
only size. Do you think we run a tailor shop for 
imperialist criminals?’’ 

Baldwin was insistent. He indicated the trousers 
wouldn’t stay up. ‘“‘Then may I have a belt?”’ , 

**You have jacket, pants and cloth sandals. That is 
~ alll”? Nguyen yelled at him. 

Yoon placed a kindly hand on Baldwin’s shoulder. 
‘**Please, Colonel. Be grateful.’’. He motioned toward 
the North Vietnamese officer. ‘“‘Thank him for these 
gifts from the people.” 

Baldwin’s face blanched with anger—but the 
sergeant’s advice leaped once again into his mind._- 
STAY HEALTHY. He gave a cursory glance toward 
Nguyen. ‘‘Thanks.”’ 

- “Oh, no, my dear Colonel Bladwin,”’ Yoon said. 
**You must thank him properly. And bow to him.’’ 

Baldwin hesitated, then damned his personal 
feelings. He bowed. ‘‘Thank you for the clothing.’’ 

‘*Anid how did you get the clothing?’’ Yoon asked. 

‘‘They were given to me,’’ Baldwin said puzzled. 
_ You received them through the kindness and 
benevolence of the people of North Vietnam,’’ Yoon 
said. ‘‘Now you must tell Colonel Nguyen that.’’ 

Baldwin took a deep breath. ‘‘Thank you for this 
clothing—I’ve, received through the kindness of the 
North Vietnatnese people.”’ 

Again Yoon displayed his friendly smile. ‘‘Now, 
was that really that difficult, Colonel? And saluting 

‘the flag was quite easy too.”’ 

I'll soon reach the point where I'll have to draw 
the line, Baldwin’s mind told him. Or these sons of 
bitches will have me dancing on the end of a string 
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before another week is out. 

‘*You have gotten away with too much,’’ Nguyen 

said to Baldwin. ‘‘I have not punished you with the 

‘severity you deserve out of my respect for Doctor 
Yoon. His kindness toward you is misplaced, and 
you are taking advantage of him.’’ 

*‘Not at all! Not at all!’’ Yoon said pleasantly. 
“Well, come, Colonel Baldwin. Let us go over to my 
quarters for a nice chat.’” 

The two walked toward the front gate. Doctor 
Yoon lived in a newly constructed frame dwelling 
situated between the tall cement wall that formed the 
principal barrier of the prison, and the barbed wire 
fence which formed the secondary containment fea- 
ture of the installation. 

They were let through the gate and during the 

short stroll to the doctor’s residence, Baldwin’s eyes 

swept the area with all the expertise of a trained 
fighter pilot. He took in the layout of the land, each 
guard post, the towers, number of strands of barbed 
wire and the small garrison outside the compound. 
He turned and looked back toward the main prison. 
This was his first time to see it. His initial entrance 
had been done when blindfolded. 

They stopped at the doctor’s door and the Korean 
opened it. ‘‘Please go in, Colonel.”’ 

“Thank you.’’ Baldwin instantly regretted the 
words of gratitude. He had to reach a happy medium 
of not antagonizing them, yet not letting them—or 
more importantly, himself—start thinking he 
appreciated the small favors or courtesies shown 


The interior of the bungalow was simple and quite 
oriental. A wood cookstove stood off to one side, 
and a narrow bed had been situated near a window. 
There were some shelves for cookware, plates and a 
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_few personal items. A plain wooden table and 
_ matching chairs, completed the room’s decor. 

‘““Would you like some tea, Colonel?’’? Yoon 
asked. - 

*‘No, thank you.”’ 

**Please, don’t feel you’re belittling yourself by 
_ accepting my hospitality,”’ Yoon said. ‘‘After all, 
Colonel Nguyen isn’t here to observe us.’’ He waited 
a moment for Baldwin to accept, and when he 
didn’t, the Korean said, ‘‘I’ll fix you some anyway. 
I’m sure you’ll enjoy.a cup.” 

Baldwin eased toward the window to see the part 
of the outer fence that had been blocked from his 

vision during the walk to the cottage. 
-  ’m afraid I have no snacks here,’’ Yoon said 
putting the water on to boil. ‘“We eat in the messhall 
and, of course, there are no stores nearby.’’ He 
seemed to hesitate. ‘‘But I suppose I could get a few 
things—if you’d like.’’ 

‘‘No, thank you,’’ Baldwin said. Even though the 
extra food would give him needed strength, he felt 
this wasn’t the time to try for it. 

‘*Please, sit down,’’ Yoon said. ‘‘Make yourself 
comfortable.’’ 

Baldwin, who had felt ridiculous standing there 
holding onto the trousers to keep them from falling 
to his ankles, took a chair. He remained silent, 
listening to Yoon’s small talk until his host came to 
the table with the tea. It smelled delicious, and there 
was sugar, lemon and cream on the tray too. He felt 
_ if he had only a cup— 

Doped! The goddamned stuff was probably 
doped! 

**] don’t care for any,’’ he said tersely. 

“Oh, I am sorry,’”’ Yoon said. He poured himself 
a cup and put in all the condiments available. He 
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took several deep drinks and smiled at Baldwin, 
seeming to read his thoughts. ‘‘See? It isn’t 
drugged.” . 

‘*] don’t care for any,’’ Baldwin repeated. | 

“Well . . . if you change your mind,”’ Yoon said. 
“I do hope these little visits we have prove 
beneficial, Colonel Baldwin.” _—~ 

“‘We’re going to have more?”’ 

“Of course. But you'll be talking with Colonel 
Nguyen too,”’ Yoon said. Then he lowered his voice. 
“I’m afraid these Vietnamese are such ... well, 
barbarians!’’ He shuddered. ‘‘They have a long way 
to go before they’re ready for the civilized socialist 
order. But, during times of struggle, even the savage . 
can be useful now and then.”’ 

_ © wouldn’t know,”’’ Baldwin said. He knew 
Yoon’s derogatory remarks about the Communist 
Vietnamese were designed to produce a mood of 
intimacy and agreement between them. ‘‘My own 
people came out of that a few thousand years ago.”’ 

Yoon smiled. ‘‘Really? How interesting. And I 
must admit a sincere admiration for western tech- 
nology. For example, your airplane. Would you care 
to tell me a bit about it?” | 

The question was put so crudely that Baldwin 
knew Yoon didn’t expect an answer. ‘‘All I’m going 
to give is my name, rank and service number.”* 

“Of course.’? Yoon finished his tea. ‘‘Sure you 
don’t care for a cup?”’ ; 

‘*Positive.’’ : 

‘In that case, I shall allow you to return to your 
cell,” Yoon got up and went to the door and opened 
it. A guard stepped.in and motioned to Baldwin. 
Yoon nodded to him on the way out. “‘I shall look 
forward to our next visit—and I’m sure you will 
too.”’ 
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The walk back took but a.few minutes. When they 
reached the cell block, Colonel Nguyen was waiting 
- for him. The North Vietnamese sneered openly. 
**Enjoy your tea?”’ 

Baldwin said nothing. 

Nguyen pulled a device from his pocket. It was a 
block of wood with a number 5 painted on it. A 
piece of twine had been strung through a hole drilled 
through it. Nguyen put it around Baldwin’s neck. 
‘*From now on you have no name. You a are Number 
‘Five, understood?’’ 

6fVes, ? 

“That is how you will be referred to from this 
moment on.’’? He spoke to the guard and the cell 
door was opened. “Inside, Number Five!’’ He 
kicked ‘Baldwin hard in the buttocks knocking him 
into the cell and across the bunk. ‘‘Tomorrow you 
will visit with me and enjoy my hospitality, Number 
Five.’’ 

Baldwin sat up on the bunk and watched the door. 
slam shut. After a few moments there was some 
scraping and tapping on the wall. It was the sergeant 
named Dayton tapping out another message: 
~ §-H-I-T—H-A-S—H-I-T—F-A-N 
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‘*You are one no good sonofabitch, Andy. You 
know that?’? Captain Robert Falconi tossed the 
dossier back on the desk that sat between himself. 
and Clayton Andrews. 

- “Am I really that bad?’’ 

““You sure as hell are,’’ Falconi said. ‘“‘This poor 
bastard Hosteins first started fighting commies back 
in 1941. And that was right in the heartland of good. 
ol’ Mother Russia itself. Then-he did it again in 
Indo-China from 1946 until 1954. And if that wasn’t 
enough, he scrapped with ’em again in Algeria from 
*54 to ’56. Then, finally, after ten years in the 
goddamned French Foreign Legion he gets out.and 
comes back to the one place he learned to 
love—Saigon. Not to run a black market or whores 
or dope or anything illegal. All he wanted to do was 
own a bar—a little ol’ bar that doesn’t make much 
money, but provides him with a small living and a 
chance to deal with the types of people he prefers. 
And you fuck that up—asshole that you are.’’ 

Andrews nodded. ‘‘Right.’’ 

‘*You put the squeeze on the guy telling him that if 
he don’t play tall-with you, you’re gonna snatch him - 
and drop him right in the middle of East Germany or 
the Soviet Union.”’ 

*‘Don’t forget I could run his ass up north too,’’ 
Andrews reminded him. 


29 


‘Oh, yeah. I’m sure you covered all options in 
throwing a royal fucking into the guy,’’ Falconi said. 

*‘But I’m also seeing to it that he’s going to be well 
paid and—get this—being granted a permanent 
resident alien visa for the good ol’ U.S. of A.”’ 

Falconi smirked. ‘‘Yeah. If he don’t get zapped 


4 first.’’ 


‘*Yeah, well, he might,’’ Andrews conceded. ‘‘But 
after you get the briefing on this next mission, you’re 
gonna be happy as hell to have ex-legionnaire 
Hosteins along for the ride.”’ 

‘‘We’ll see about that,’’ Falconi said seriously. 
‘Frankly, I don’t like fucking over this guy.” 

. 'He’s ex-Waffen SS for Chrissake!’? Andrews 
exclaimed. ‘‘That should make the Jewish part of 


. . your blood boil.’’ 


**Well, it don’t,’’ Falconi said. ‘‘In my world it’s 
the commies that are the bad guys. As far as I know 
there isn’t even a viable Nazi threat around for me to 
concentrate on. When there is, I’ll take it on.”’ 

‘*Believe me, Falcon,’’ Andrews said using the 
other’s nickname. “‘I wouldn’t have gone to all the 
trouble of recruiting Hosteins unless he was a real 
asset—and he is.”’ 

‘*Then there’s no sense in us-arguing until I get the 
full picture,’’ Falconi said. The captain was a big 
man, six feet, one inch-tall and powerfully built with 
a wide chest, broad shoulders and long strong limbs. 
His jet black hair was cut short, and his gaze from 
his sea green eyes was intense and aggressive. The 
man was the professional soldier personified. 

Captain Falconi was the commanding officer of a 
unique outfit called the Black Eagles. This special 
combat team was comprised of the best jungle 
fighters in the United States—from all services: be it 
the army’s multi-skilled Special Forces, the navy’s 
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deadly SEALS, the marine corps’ tough recon teams, 
or even the more sophisticated specialists of the air 
force. 

A part of the clandestine SOG—Special Opera- 
tions Group—in Southeast Asia, the Black Eagles 
drew the dirtiest, deadliest and most dangerous 
assignments in an escalating war that was to prove to 
be the most brutal in American history. 

The outfit, like many others in Southeast Asia, 
wore a self-designed, locally produced insignia that 
was unauthorized as far as regulations went. They 
sported a blue sleeve patch in the shape of an arrow- 
head. In the center of the device was a black eagle 
holding a red lightning bolt i in one claw and a gold 
sword in the other. 

Falconi settled back in his ciaip: “Let's knock off . 
the bullshit, I’m ready for my preliminary briefing.’’ 

“‘Okay. Here goes.’? Andrews stood up and went 
to a wall map showing both North and South Viet- 
nam. He took a pointer and laid the tip of it at a 
place close to the Chinese border. ‘“‘Here at almost 
the exact midpoint between Lai Chiau and Dien Bien 
Phu is a place the bad guys have dubbed ‘Garrison 
Three. pS a 

**One of their army posts?’’ Falconi asked. 

‘No. It’s a very special prison camp run by their 
top warden, a mean character named Colonel 
Nguyen Chi Roi. And if it wasn’t bad enough that 
he’s in charge, there’s a real pisser from North Korea 
there advising him. And he’s an old hand at 
tormenting American prisoners, having served his . 
apprenticeship. during the Korean War on American 
pilots. His name is Doctor Yoon Hwan.’’ 

‘What kind of doctor?” Falconi wanted to 
know. 

“Ph.D in human behavior, University of Moscow 
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and the KGB Academy,’ Andrews said. ‘‘He’s 
written a couple of books—and he’s good at what he 
does.”’ 

‘ Brainwashing?”’ 

““Exactly,”’ Andrews answered. ‘‘And the little son 

_of a bitch is so subtle, his subjects hardly know 

what’s going on. He works in- conjunction with 

others, and he simply manifests their efforts through 
very friendly persuasion.” 

And he’s good, huh?” 

“If he had enough time he could probably 
convince you that having your sister commit fallatio 
on the horses of a Mongolian cavalry squadron 
would somehow enhance her life.’’ 

‘*I don’t have a sister.’’ 

‘Don’t be a wiseass, Falconi!’’ Andrews said. 

**Can’t help it,’’ Falconi said with a grin. ‘‘Okay, 
so far I know there’s a prison up north called 
Garrison. Three that is being run by the two best 

_experts in the Communist Far East. Are the Black 
Eagles supposed to snatch them?’’ 

‘‘Right,’? Andrews answered. ‘‘Along with getting 
the prisoners they hold the hell out of there.’’ 

Falconi frowned. ‘‘You mean I have to traipse 
through the jungle with a trainload of prisoners?’’ 
'“There’s only five being held there,’? Andrews 
said. 

Falconi whistled. ‘‘Jesus! The place has got to be 
very special—then the people held there must be 
VIPs, right?”’ 

Andrews went back to his drawer and pulled out a 
list. He handed it over to Falconi. ‘‘Read for your- 
self.’? 


BALDWIN, Winston R., Lieutenant 
Colonel, United States Air Force. Detached 
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from regular duties and assigned TDY to 
Special Reconnaissance Squadron, MACV/ 
SOG, as operations officer. Shot down June 
1964. 


DAYTON, Marvin G., -Staff Sergeant, | 
United States Army, military advisor attached 
to various ARVN units as part of a special 
evaluation team. Captured during operations to 
locate an enemy radio station near the village of 
Ap Bac in the Plain of Reeds in January 1963. 


LAM, Phu, Brigadier General, ARVN, G2 
for IV Corps. Kidnapped off the streets of 
Saigon while on leave in September 1963. 


CHIN, Lau, Vietnamese born ethnic Chinese. 
-CIA agent and saboteur. Arrested in Hanoi in 
March 1964. 


TRINH, Duc, Colonel, NVA. Deputy 
director of Viet Cong operations. Attempted to 
defect through aid of Chin Lau. Arrested in 
‘Hanoi in March 1964. 


‘*I can’t overemphasize the importance of getting 
Baldwin out of there,’? Andrews said. ‘‘The man 
should never have been allowed to fly a mission.”” _ 

Falconi put: the list back on the desk. ‘‘Liberating 
these people may be a real problem, even if there are 
only five of ’em. Do you know their physical 
conditions? After those two torture experts have 
been wringing them out, the poor bastards may be in 
no shape to take a jungle hike.”’ 

‘‘Right,’’ Andrews answered. ‘‘There’s going to be 
a doctor and a highly trained medical corps- 
man—both from the navy—going along with you.”’ 

‘‘Then where does this poor bastard Hosteins 
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come in?’’ Falconi asked. 

‘The place dubbed Garrison Three was a former . 
French Foreign Legion post called Fort Rollet. 
Legionnaires built it, and built it well: Plumbing, 
electricity, the whole nine yards. Hosteins was a 
platoon leader there. He supervised most of the work 
and knows the place like his own bathroom. He also 
not only took part in operations in the vicinity of the 
post, but when Dien Bien Phu fell, he wandered . 
- around from one end of that area to the other 
evading capture.’’ 

‘*Interesting,’’ Falconi mused. 

Andrews grinned. ‘‘Now what do you think of me 
putting the arm on the guy?”’ 

Falconi smiled back. ‘“‘Andy, sometimes you’re so 
goddamned smart, you boggle the mind.’’ He paused 
and lit a cigarette. ‘‘Okay. Now that I know what the 
~ mission is, let’s hear the execution.”’ 

“Simple and fast,’? Andrews said. ‘‘You’ll go in 
via parachute from an Air America C-130.”’ 

**HALO?”’ Falconia asked. 

‘‘Nope. No High Altitude Low Openings this trip. 
Strictly conventional T10 stuff. The area is sparsely 
populated. You'll be winging in over from the 
Laotian border and unassing on a DZ not all that far 
from your objective. That DZ becomes an LZ on the 
way out. You’ll call in choppers for exfiltration.”’ 

*‘More Air America?’”’ 

“Right.” 

**It looks like there’s going to be quite a bit of 
walking involved here—over hill and dale through 
thick jungle,’’ Falconi remarked. 

“*Indeed,’’ Andrews said. ‘‘And it’s going to be 
slow moving through thick jungle. You’ll have to 
avoid trails.”’ 

‘‘Then there’s one guy I’m going to insist goes 
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along on this,’’ Falconi said. 

Andrews nodded. ss | Aoured that out. Dobbs, 
right?”’ 

‘*That’s my boy. e 

*Sorry,’’ Andrews said. ‘‘I tried to pull him out of 
that MI Detachment of his, but he’d punched out the 
first sergeant and gone AWOL a couple of weeks 
back.’’ 

“That stupid sonofabitch!” Falconi blurted. 
‘*He’s the best fucking tracker and point man in the 
U.S. Army. You could throw him into a vat of black 
ink and tell him to emerge on azimuth 203 and he’d 
do it—not 202 or 204, but 203!” 

‘*Have any idea where you might locate him?’’ 
Andrews asked. ‘‘And we haven’t got a whole lot of 
time. When you get the full blown briefing, you'll 
see what I mean.’’ 

‘*I know exactly where to find that crazy bastard,” 
Falconi said. ‘‘And the first thing I’m gonna do 
when I leave here is dig him out.’’ 

‘*Hope you can locate the guy,’’ Andrews said. “] 
want to see him go along too.”’ 

‘‘By the_way,’’ Falconi said. ‘‘What if some of 
_ those prisoners have been wrung out so bad there’ 's 
no sense in trying to liberate ’em?”’ 

Again Andrews reached in his desk drawer. He 
tossed a small, brown packet over to Falconi. 
‘*‘That’s what these are for.” 

‘Big jolt of a stimulant?”’ Falconi asked. 

“I don’t think cyanide is classified as a 
- stimulant,’’ Andrew said dryly. 

‘‘What not let the medics administer a large over- 
dose of morphine?”’ Falconi asked. 

*“You know the deal on that,’’ Andrews said. ‘“We 
always keep such activities quiet even where 
personnel with proper clearance are concerned. It’s 
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always a touchy situation and the smaller number of 
people involved, the better. Besides, in the light of 
possibly snuffing a USAF officer, it might be bad for 
the medic’s morale.”’ 

‘*Hell, it’s not exactly a big boost for my own 
morale either,’’ Falconi said sourly. 


‘‘Number Five! Number Five!’’ The guard’s voice 
grated into Baldwin’s sleep. 

He opened his eyes and tried to figure out what 
was going on. 

‘“‘Number Five! Number Five!’’ 

There was a sudden rapping on his cell door and 
Baldwin could hear the key in the padlock. Then he 
remembered. He was Number Five. 

“On your feet! Outside Number Five! Outside 
Number Five!’’ ; 

Baldwin. shuffled through the door and into the 
pale yellow glare of the large flashlight. He was 
immediately struck from the side so hard it staggered 

“You get tag! You get tag!” _ 

Baldwin remembered the wooden number he was 
supposed to wear around his neck. He went back to 
his cell and emerged with it in place. There were two 
guards, he realized now, and each grabbed an arm 
and frog-marched him across the compound to the 
fence. When they arrived he saw a cage had been 
built in the wire. 

_ You go! You go! Through people’s gate!’’ the 
guard yelped pointing at the opening. 

Baldwin saw he would have to get down on his 
hands and knees and crawl through the thing. 
Another glance in the light revealed two more guards 
waiting for him on the other side. A vicious kick into 
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the back of his thigh ‘sent him moving, and he 
dropped down and went through the deep, stinking 
mud on all fours. When he arrived on the other side, 
the warders pushed him into the muck and grabbed 
his arms, shackling them behind his back. Then they 
dragged him to his feet and, in doing so, caused the 
overly-large trousers to come off and stay in the 
mud. The cloth sandals he had gotten that afternoon 
were also left back in the goo. 

Again he was rushed, this time up to a small 
cement building in a cluster of similar edifices 
located in the center of the compound. One of the 
guards knocked on the door and pushed it open. 
Then they hurtled Baldwin through so hard he lost 
his balance and crashed to the floor. With his hands 
cuffed behind his back, he was unable to break the- 
fall. All he could do was turn his face to avoid 
striking it. 

Colonel Nguyen, sitting behind a table, bellowed 
in rage and rushed around to kick him hard. ‘‘On 
your feet, Number Five! You don’t relax.in the- 
presence of the commandant!’’ 

Baldwin struggled to regain his balance and finally 
managed to do so, but not before sustaining several 
hard bruising kicks that left his buttocks and ribs 
sore as boils... 

“You stand at attention in front of the 
commandant!’’ Nguyen ordered in an angry voice. 

Baldwin assumed the position of attention. This 
was a new twist to the game. The colonel had never - 
played the role of the commandant before. The 
prisoner stood there while Nguyen meticulously went 
over the papers on the table. He worked slowly, 
initialing each document in its turn before going to 

the next. : 

Baldwin wasn’t sure how much time had passed, 
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he had sunk into his own mental stupor, his mind 
wandering from disjointed thought to disjointed 
thought. Suddenly he realized he’d fallen to the 
floor. 

‘“‘Get up, Number Five! Get up! Get up!”’ Nguyen 
again hurried around the table to deliver kicks and 
blows until Baldwin managed to regain his feet. 
**You stand at attention! Don’t move!’? The NVA 
officer slapped his prisoner’ s face. ‘‘And keep your 
eyes open!’’ 

Baldwin fought it, but too many days without 
adequate food and rest had taken its grim toll. .The 
longer he stood, the more his knees ached. It was a 
deep pain in the joints, not like anything he had ever 
felt before. He fought it and gritted his teeth against 
it, until, finally a moan escaped his lips. 

*‘Shut up, Number Five!’’ Nguyen shrieked in 

rage. This time he leaped across the table and drove 
his fist straight into Baldwin’s stomach. ‘‘Shut up! 
Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!” 
- Baldwin gasped and went down. More kicks and 
he tried to scramble to an erect position, but, with 
his hands behind his back, his balance was gone in a 
dizzy swirl until he rolled across the floor in a 
desperate attempt to escape Nguyen’s heavy kicks. 

The colonel finally stopped and allowed Baldwin 
to get to his feet. ‘“You cannot stand, Number Five? 
Then we shall help you!’’ He went to the door and 
yelled out some words in his own language. Two 
guards immediately appeared with a rope. They 
grabbed Baldwin and pulled him to a position in the 
center of the room. They unshackled his wrists and 
tied them together as tightly as they could, then 
tossed the rope over a rafter just above him. The 
soldiers pulled it tight, hauling Baldwin’s arms above 
his head to a point where only the tips of his toes 
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touched the floor. : 
_ Nguyen laughed aloud. “Do you know how 
ridiculous you look, Number Five? Wearing a baggy 
striped jacket, no shoes or pants with your muddy 
penis and ass showing as plain as your big Anglo- 
Saxon nose?’”’ 

Baldwin said nothing, but gritted his teeth against 
the pain of the grinding in his shoulder joints. 

Nguyen walked up. to him and drove his knee up 
into the American’s scrotum. Baldwin gasped in 
agony, then gagged as his empty stomach reacted 
with dry heaves to the mistreatment. His throat felt 
like it had been wiped out with sandpaper and his 
crotch blazed with pain. 

The North Vietnamese giggled at, his helpless 
prisoner. ‘‘And to think I’ve only started with you.” 
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FOUR 


Captain Robert Falconi pulled the Chevrolet sedan 
to the curb and stepped out. He was dressed as a 
civilian, wearing a short-sleeved, loose flowing shirt, 
slacks and loafers. The officer was immediately 
besieged by a mob of screeching urchins. He picked 
out the biggest and toughest looking kid, tossed him 
a few coins to keep an eye on the car, then stepped 
back in the street to survey the buildings before him. 

This was Yen Do Street in the Cholon district of 
Saigon. Here the blackmarketeers, pimps, whores, 
dope dealers and other criminals ruled the roost. 
And here also, Falconi knew well, was where SGT | 
Archie Dobbs would be holed up. A sign above the 
store notified the passing public that there were 
rooms for rent upstairs. 

Falconi walked past the grocery to an opening that 
led to an alley. He stepped through and started for a 
flight of rickety stairs when the sight of three hard- 
core bodyguard types stopped him. A big illegal deal 
of one kind or another was going down, no doubt, | 
and these hoods were the security. Somewhere in the 
vicinity, thousands of dollars was passing from one 
pair of hands to another to finalize the transaction. 

Naturally, the folks involved would be in a 
nervous and apprehensive mood—especially with an . 
American suddenly showing up. This put Falconi in 
a bad spot—if he continued, the trio of Oriental 


40 


toughs would attack to keep him from crashing in on 
the deal. And if he tried a hasty retreat, they would 
figure he was off to bring in more heat. Falconi' 
shrugged to himself. Well, I’m fucked if I do and © 
Sucked if I don’t. What the hell, having Archie 
Dobbs along on the mission is worth it. 

He tensed and moved forward. 

They came at him in an arrow formation, the tip 
of their ‘‘missile”? a big Chinese with a murderous 
face that must have made his mother shudder. His 
aggressive movements advertised that there would be 
a complete lack of social preliminaries to the 
encounter. 

Falconi blocked an overhead karate chop with his 
left forearm and stabbed the tips of his stiffened 
fingers into the soft spot between the man’s adam’s 
apple and chin. The first attacker staggered back- 
ward, hands clutching his throat, eyes expanded in 
amazement and pain. He wilted to the ground as his 
partner closed in from Falconi’s left and slashed a 
tiger-claw stroke at the American’s face. 

Instantly Falconi pivoted and drove a snap kick 
that bit deep into the exposed armpit of the second 
attacker. A scream of pain, as sincere as it was loud, 
announced the success of the American’s technique. 
The man stood quivering, stunned by the kick to the 
nerve cluster under his arm. Falconi slashed a fist to 
the side of the aggressor’s jaw and the man joined 
his comrade in the dirt. . 

The third man, more prudent and perhaps more 
dangerous as well, displayed a talent for patience his 
friends didn’t have. He stepped back a half dozen 
paces and assumed the ding bo position, which is 
disarming in that it portrays casual relaxation even 
though the entire body is coiled for instantaneous 
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reaction to the slightest sign of unfriendliness from a 
potential opponent. 

Falconi sensed the fellow’s talent. 

The American circled slowly to the right, trying to 
edge the Oriental into an area stacked with boxes. 
Falconi figured that would hinder his movements . 
somewhat. The man solved the problem by kicking 
apart two of the crates in as many explosive kicks 
that took him all of one second flat. 

’  Falconi was impressed. 

The man who suffered the indignity to his armpit 
had recovered sufficiently to rejoin the fray. 
Although one arm was useless, he had another as 
well as his two feet still in operational order. And he 
was angry—not like a street punk—but with the 
calculating ire of a highly trained martial artist. He 
wouldn’t be losing his head and making any more 
rash moves. 

Falconi feinted toward the healthy one, then took 
the expected charge of the other. The heel of his 
hand didn’t connect with the point of the guy’s chin 
like he wanted. But he did hit him along the jawline 
hard enough to stun him. Falconi improvised 
quickly by grabbing his opponent and displaying a 
fine exhibition of a shoulder throw—at the other 
with his buddy. . 

But the guy came in under his flying comrade and 
delivered a straight stamp kick at Falconi. It 
connected enough to send the American somer- 
saulting backward. He was on his feet in time to 
throw out two quick ramhead punches that missed. 
But they made the guy draw off, unable to complete 
the attack. 

Now the other man, still with a bad arm and a 
worse disposition, had showed he was still game and 

’ wanted to play some more. He joined his friend and 
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they drew apart. Now it was Falconi being forced 
into a corner. He decided to stop conscious thought 
and let his ki direct his actions. The hours and hours 
of meditation had brought about an uplifting of his 
subconscious that permitted a near instinctive use of 
fighting skills acquired over years of steady, 
unrelenting practice. 

The assault came. 

Falconi went low to avoid a slashing knife-hand 
stroke, then came up with a quick spinning-wheel 
kick. The back of his heel crushed into the side of 
the closest opponent’s head with the force of a rifle 
butt-stroke. The guy went down and stayed down. A 
concussion and dislocated neck can be a hell of a 
sedative. 

The last attacker was startled by the American’s 
move. He backed away quickly, but his hands were 
still poised for battle. Falconi feinted a snap kick for 
the man’s groin. The thug’s hands moved to guard 
his privates, leaving his face and head exposed. 
Falconi’s other leg swung a fast roundhouse kick to 


* the guy’s temple. The Oriental did an awkward side- 


ways shuffle into a wall, and slumped to the ground 
unconscious with a fractured skull. 

Falconi breathed a long sigh of relief. It had been 
that or nothing. One miss and it would have been all . 
she wrote. 

_ “Nice move, Falconi,’? came an American voice 
yy above. ‘‘I didn’t think you was gonna pull it 
Oo f. 99 

Falconi snarled. ‘‘Archie, you bastard!’? He spun 
and glanced up to see the sergeant standing in an 
open window. 

Dobbs displayed the .45 in his hand. ‘‘I wouldn’t 
have let ’em finish you.”’ 

‘*Get your ass down here, Dobbs, now/’’ 
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**You bet, Skipper,’’ Dobbs said grinning. ‘‘You 
know what I always say. ‘You call, I haul, that’s 
alll’ 9? 


Colonel Nguyen Chi Roi strolled from the head- 
quarters building across the bare no man’s land 
between the prison wall and barbed wire fence to 
Doctor Yoon’s quarters. He knocked politely and 
waited to be invited to enter. 

The doctor, finishing up a mid-day repast of rice 
and freshly caught fish, invited his colleague to join 

‘‘No, thank you, Doctor,’’ Nguyen said. ‘‘I eat 
but twice a day. A hearty breakfast and then a very 
light supper late at night.”’ 

_ Yoon pushed his ‘plates aside. ‘‘Has Baldwin been 
returned to his cell?’’ 

**Yes. We left him hanging until almost noon. He 
was still unconscious when we left him on his bunk.”’ 
~ Yoon nodded. ‘‘Any serious injuries from the 
_ treatment?’’ 

“His left shoulder is out of place,’? Nguyen 
answered. ‘‘Not critical but very painful.’’ . 

-**And you left it that way?’’ 

‘Yes, of course,’’ Nguyen said. 

““Good. I think it best he not see me for about 
three days or so. Some rough physical treatment 
should soften him up,’’ Yoon said. 

‘‘When should we begin the questioning?”’ 

*‘Not until the day before I meet with him. I 
always found it best to keep up a steady program of 
pain that seems almost without reason. Then a few 
*questions that should be relatively easy for him to 
answer. Ease off, then repeat the process. Pain— 
questions—pain—questions, until the prisoner’s — 
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subconscious connects the answering of questions 
with the lessening of pain.” . 

Nguyen shook his head. ‘‘It doesn’t seem it will 
work, Particularly on a man like Baldwin. He’s well 
educated, patriotic and highly intelligent.” 

Yoon smiled. ‘‘That, comrade, is why we must 
break down his mental processes while at the same 
time feed his brain the reactions we want from it. 
The real application to that part of our program 
begins with the phase in which we deny him sleep. I 
learned these things well working with other 
Americans, who were also pilots, during my 
country’s war with the Americans.”’ 

‘““We must perfect our own skills as quickly as 
possible,’’ Nguyen said. ‘‘Our continued operations 
in the south will soon goad the Americans into 
action—as it is designed to do—and if they begin a 
concentrated program of aerial attacks on North 
Vietnam we will soon have many prisoners. At that 
time speed will be most important in getting vital 
intelligence out of them.” 

Yoon chuckled. ‘‘Speed? You have no need for 
speed in the long run, comrade. You Vietnamese 
may sit back and prolong this war as long as you 
like. Time is on your side, and the Americans will 
never fully commit themselves to Southeast Asia. 
They’ll want to make a token effort of. sorts, pay a 
bloody price then sit down and negotiate. This will 
eventually be an unpopular war in America. Our 
efforts in the struggle will be helped along with 
pressure from both America’s leftists and the public 
at large. And, once more, you may utilize time—that 
sO precious commodity that must be used wisely.’’ 

*“As a soldier, I display too much impatience, 
comrade,” Nguyen said. “I thank you for 
enlightening me with your wise counsel.”” 
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Yoon smiled. ‘‘I am here to help, comrade.’’ He 
paused. ‘‘What is the status of the other four 
’ prisoners,” 

‘The traitor Trinh is near death.” 

“‘His condition has not improved?’’ Yoon asked 
with concern. 

“I’m sorry. No.” 

‘*Then I suggest we get him to a proper hospital as 
soon as possible,’’ Yoon said. ‘‘He must be in shape 
to stand trial.’’ 

“‘Of course, comrade. Chin is giving every indica- 
tion of complete insanity. Your work in that area 
was most remarkable,’’ Nguyen said. “‘I did not 
think he would break.’’ 

Yoon smiled. ‘‘Physical pain, even when skillfully 
applied,’ is only part of a concentrated plan, 
Comrade Colonel. Without its being carefully 
combined with applied mental anguish, it is useful 
only as a punishment. Again, sleeplessness was the 
main catalyst of our efforts.” 

**Lam is certainly responding well in that phase,’ 
Nguyen said continuing his report. ‘‘He has been 
kept awake now for ninety hours. He is close to 
being completely incoherent.”’ 

**Good. He will have much useful information for 
us,’ Yoon said. ‘‘And the American sergeant?’’ 

*‘He has almost recovered completely,’? Nguyen 
said. ‘‘I was surprised that you wanted to keep him. 
Any tactical information he_might have is now hope- 
lessly out of date.” 

‘‘Propoganda value, my dear Colonel,’? Yoon 
said. ‘“‘His unit, the Special Forces, is getting too 
‘popular with the American people. Particularly in 
light of ‘the late President Kennedy giving them 
permission to wear their green berets after that 
sordid headgear had been taken away. We must 
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drum up some detrimental propaganda against them. 
And when we parade Sergeant Dayton before the 
cameras, we want him to appear bright and alert, yet 
obviously defeated and sincerely apologetic.’’ Then 
the North Korean became thoughtful. ‘‘But there is 
something about that man that puzzles me—an 
intangible quality that makes me think he has a 
motive for everything he does, and for every state- 
ment he makes, and for the way in which he answers 
each and every question put to him.”’ 

Nguyen shrugged. ‘‘He was most stubborn and 
-evasive during questioning, I admit, but he has 
performed well in other areas. He reads the books 
and pamphlets we supply him and listens carefully 
when the visiting commissar lectures him. He 
responds well when asked to comment on what we’ve 
taught him.”’ 

**Yet there is an enigma about the man,’’ Yoon 
said with a worried expression. ‘‘He is either giving 
us full cooperation, or playing what the Americans 
call a ‘con game’.”’ 


Master Sergeant John Snow, operations/team 
sergeant of the Black Eagles stood tall and severe, 
the clipboard tucked under one brawny arm while he 
watched the arriving men climb off the back of the 
deuce-and-a-half truck in front of the isolation. 
center at Tan Son Nhut Air Base. 

The area, set aside for SOG’s special airborne 
operations, was well guarded and out of the way of 
other installations on the sprawling complex. An 
ARVN infantry unit, made up of: purely defensive 
weapons, including heavy machine guns and 
’ mortars, surrounded the place. It wasn’t expected 
they could hold off a determined numerically 
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superior attack for any great length of time—just 
- long enough so that any classified documents or 
- material inside could be destroyed. 

Another truck rolled up, and MSG Snow checked 
off the names of the men as they arrived, until his 
roster was complete. The last vehicle to arrive was a 
civilian sedan. The back door opened and two men 
came out. One, Falconi, wore slightly soiled civilian 
clothing as if he’d been in a fight. The other, a short 
husky man with his skull nearly shaven wore only a 
pair of fatigue trousers, the handle of a .45 sticking 
from the waist. Shirtless and bootless, he strolled 
through the compound gate and grinned into Snow’s 
face. ‘‘Howdy, Top. How’s it going?”’ 

. Snow scowled. ‘‘Goddamnit, Dobbs! Where the 
fuck’s your gear?”’ , 

**Hell, Top. Didn’t you know I was the baddest 
motherfucker in Southeast Asia? I don’t need 
nothing but my barehands and this—’’ He pulled the 
' .45 from his pants. 

“If I had my way, that’s all you’d take with you.”’ 
Snow turned toward the one building inside the 
barbed wire. ‘‘Hey, Lightfingers!’’ 

A short, husky marine sergeant appeared -in the 
door: ‘‘Yeah, Sarge?’’ 

‘Snow pointed at Dobbs. ‘‘Look who showed up 
without his shit.” 

- . Lightfingers O’Quinn shrugged. ‘‘I awready got 
his issue in here. The Falcon tole me draw it.” 

‘*Hey!”’? Dobbs yeted: “‘Thanks a lot, Light- 
fingers.”’ 

**Fuck you,” the marine said with a frown. ‘‘On 
account 0’ you, you sonofabitch, I been totin’ a 
double load around for the past two days.”’ 

**I’ll make it up to you in the field,’? Dobbs said. 
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‘I'll give you all my pork sausage patties outta the 
99 


**Fuck you, fuck your mammy and fuck your 
miserable ol’ granny,’ Lightfingers. said turning 
from the door. . 

**Ah, yes!’? MSG Snow sighed looking heaven- ~- 
ward. ‘‘It’s so nice to have things back to normal.’’ 


Baldwin sat up slowly on his bunk, gingerly 
cradling his left arm with the right. He reached up to 
the shoulder and gently felt around the deltoid 
muscle. : 

Out of joint—nothing unusual. It’s been popping 
in and out since that pick-up tackle game when he 
was in junior high back in Wichita. With a practiced 
combination shrug and push, the limb popped back 
in. 
He took stock of his physical condition. His legs 
and buttocks were bruised and sore from the kicks 
and punches that son of a bitch Nguyen had dished 
out all night long and into the middle of the day. His 
wrists were badly swollen from hanging by them for 
so many hours. He needed medical treatment and 
hot soaks for those types of injuries. But the best he 
could do for himself was rest—to lie back on the 
little bunk and let his body try to mend itself as best 
it could without external aid. Such time spent would 
be invaluable if he were to survive. 

He eased his sore back down on the mattress. He 
willfully worked at relaxing every muscle in his body. 
Then he closed his eyes in an effort to drift off to 
needed sleep. ee : 

“Outside Number Five! Outside! Outside! 
Number Five! Outside!’’ . 
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Most of the men were engaged in animated conver- 
sation, renewing old friendships: ‘‘What’s a’matter, 
can’tcha make it on the outside?’’ 

Reciting tall tales of the latest sexual conquests: 
‘**Man, the bitch was all over my ass!’’ 

Passing on information regarding mutual acquain- 
tances: ‘‘Hear about ol’ Fieldhouse? Him and a 
lieutenant named Busch ended up in the pokey after 
stealin’ them refrigerators meant for the officers club - 
at Da Nang!”’ 

Three individuals, however, remained rather quiet. 
_ One was a Germanic-looking man in unmarked tiger 
fatigues. The others were a pair. of navy men, one an 
officer, sitting off by themselves. 

All talking ceased the minute Captain Robert 
Falconi strode to the head of the room. ‘‘Listen up!’’ 

The room went silent, expressions became serious 
and all eyes snapped to the tall officer. He was the 
commander—the man—the guy that was to honcho 
whatever mission they would soon be leaving on. 
This was the start of the briefing and each detail had 
to be absorbed, digested, studied, questioned, poked 
and prodded until every swinging dick in the detach- 
ment knew his job inside and out. 

Then he could start learning his buddy’s. 

*‘Nice to have you: crazy bastards in the same 
room again,’ Falconi said. ‘‘“SOG’s laying another 
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one on us, and it’s going to be hairy and precise. The 
mission is—to raid a prison camp in North Vietnam, 
rescue the five prisoners held there, capture two 
wanted bad guys and get out.’ He paused to make 
sure it had sunk in. ‘‘Sergeant Snow will give you the 
execution phase of the briefing.’’ 

The tall NCO, the senior of the enlisted men, took 
the Falcon’s place and slammed his pointer between 
them on the wall map. ‘‘There’s where it is,’’ he 
began. ‘‘In the northwest corner of North Vietnam 
between the Chinese and Laotian borders. And you 


are at D minus two days. We will leave this air base _ 


aboard an Air America C-130 at 0130 hours on 
D-Day. First call will be on D minus One at 2300 
hours, chow at 2330, and assembly at 2400. That will 
be with all your gear—don’t lose yours, Dobbs, you 
silly bastard!’’ 

There was laughter and the supplyman, Light- 
fingers O’Quinn glared at the soldier. - 

‘*We'll draw chutes—T10s—at 0030 and have a 
rigger check 15 minutes after that. Station time is 
0100. Jump time at 0530, at dawn’s early light. 
You'll be able to see the drop zone, boys. Any ques- 
tions so far?’’ 

“Is there gonna be a pathfinder group?” one man 
asked. 

*‘Not a chance,’’ Snow said. ‘‘Until we get there, 
the only folks in that area are gonna be unfriendlies. 
-The drop zone is here—’’ He pointed to it on the 
map. ‘‘—which is fifteen klicks away from the objec- 
tive. Don’t worry, you’ll be able to study 1:50,000 
maps later. We'll move into the attack position 
-here—”’ Another point at the map. “‘—and we 
should arrive at approximately 2100 or 2200. The 
assault will begin at 0430 hours and should be 
wrapped up within one hour. The attack phase will 
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be carried out in more detail on the sand table and 

* each of you will have specific assignments. After the 
‘raid, we'll haul ass back to the DZ, call in the 
choppers and exfiltrate, with prisoners and the two 
baddies, to the B Team base camp in the Khe Sahn 
area. And while you’re there, you might as well get 
used to it. Part of it is being turned over to the Black 
Eagles, so you turkeys can forget living in Saigon any 
more between missions.’ 

“‘What!’’ Archie Dobbs’ voice registered his 
shock, outrage and grief. 

Snow grinned. ‘“‘It’ll be good for you, Dobbs. 
Being out in the boonies will clear that fucked up 

- head of yours.”’ 

‘But ... but ... what about R&R?” Dobbs 
wanted to know. 

The top sergeant’s grin widened. “‘I’ll be running 
that roster. And you’ll find it to your distinct advan- 
tage if you keep me in a good, good mood.’’ 

The others in the room, with the exception of the 
three strangers, enjoyed wild laughter at Dobbs’ 
expense. 

**Any questions? There shouldn’t be ‘at this 
point,’’ Snow said. ‘‘Now I'll turn you over to 
Sergeant Galchaser for the S2 portion of the 
briefing. Horny?” 

Sergeant First Class Jack Galchaser went to the 
front of the room. Nicknamed Horny, Galchaser was 
a Cherokee Indian from Oklahoma. An expert aerial 
photo interpreter, he was a barrel chested six feet, 
two inches tall. Flinty hard black eyes and a hawk 
nose advertised his racial ancestry. ‘‘Okay, guys, 
here’s the enemy situation. The only troops in the 
area is the guard detachment at the prison and the 
village militia in the hamlet of Phu Tong. Because of 
the terrain and the surprise of our attack, we expect 
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to be able to deal with them effectively. I’ve made up 
some overlays to go over the maps to give unit loca- 
tions. The guards are a second rate bunch made up 
of rejects from line duty. Most are young, inex-: 
perienced kids—but they’re armed and, I assume, 
have had some instruction on using their weapons. 
Don’t take ’em too lightly. The platoon-sized militia 
unit made up of local farmers with only rudimentary 
military experience. No real threat there. But we can 
expect them to join the fray once this thing goes 
down. Now I have some photos of the prisoners and 
the two wanted men for each of you along with bios 
on ’em. Study ’em well, know who each and 
ever’one is. I’ll be grilling you hard during the 
briefback. The first five are the good guys- we are to 
rescue. The last two are the two sonofabitches we’re 
supposed to take with us. So let’s get to know their 
faces better’n we know our ol’ lady’s asses—or even 
better’n we all know Dobbs’ old lady’s ass.”’ 

**You’re fucking funny, Galchaser,’’ Dobbs said. 
He was beginning to tire of being the center of atten- 
tion. He consoled himself with the knowledge that 
once out in the boonies, the entire mission, and the 
men’s lives, would depend on his skills and instincts 
for land navigation. 

‘*Okay,’’ Galchaser. ‘‘I’ve also got some aerial 
photos of the area to pass out, and while I’m doing it 
I want you to meet our asset. His name is Bruno 
Hosteins and I know you’re gonna be as impressed 
with him as I am. He’s ex-French Foreign Legion, 
ten years’ service, who not only fought at Dien Bien 
Phu but evaded capture afterward. He built the 
prison we’re going to visit—it was a fort then—and 
he’s chased other folks, and has had them chase him, 
all over the country we’re gonna visit.’” He motioned 
to the German. ‘‘Mister Hosteins.”’ 
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- Hosteins stood up and was surprised by the heavy 
applause he received from the younger men. He 
walked to the front of the room, looking stern and 
severe. ‘“The area you are going into is full of heavily 
jungled ravines and mountains,”’ he said in perfect 
English despite a combination French-German 
accent. ‘‘There are all types of good concealment 
available for you—and, unfortunately for the enemy 
too. Ambush, while easy to set up for yourself, is 
always a constant danger. I will show you more at 
the sandtable. Thank you.”’ 

Galchaser waited until he had sat down. ‘‘This 
here sandtable, by the way, is probably one o’ the 
best you’ll ever see. Mister Hosteins here made it up 
and I checked with the aerial photos. Hell, he hadn’t 
seen the fucking place in ten years and he still knows 
ever’ crevice and pimple on the land. So study it 

- good, boys. Now I’ll turn things over to Malpractice 
for the medical briefing.” 

Sergeant First Class Malcomb McCorkel— 
Malpractice to the team—didn’t bother to go to the 

- front. ‘‘Not much to say you don’t already know. 
You’re familiar with the insects, plants, animals and 
creepy crawly things to avoid. I got water purifica- 
tion tablets. And, goddamnit, use ’em! I don’t want 
to have to carry your silly asses outta there, got it? 
And that goes for footpowder and salt tablets too. 
Now we may have problems with the people we’re 
pulling outta that jailhouse. We got a navy 
Lieutenant—that’s same as a army captain— 
Thompson from the SEALS. And ‘that’s Hospital 
Corpsman Littleton with him. He’s been with the 
marines and knows his way around the boonies. 
They’ll be giving you specific instructions on any 
special handling of rescued prisoners later to those of 
you that’re gonna be detailed to lend ’em a hand. 
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That’s the medical briefing. Here’s Culpepper for the 
engineer’s bit.’’ 

‘Culpepper, a rangy black man of some 27 years of 
age, almost as tall as Snow, took the floor. ‘‘Nothin’ 
much, guys, except to tell you we'll be takin’ some 
claymores in case they’re needed. I’ll pass em’ out. 
There ain’t no big demo deal on this one.’’ He sat 
down, then stood up. ‘‘Whoops, almost forgot the 
Gyrene! Here’s our own Lightfingers O’Quinn with 
the supply shit.”’ 
~ O’Quinn stayed at his place off to the side. One of 
the hardest workers in the detachment, he was also 
the most independent. A natural born scrounger and 
deal-maker, his heavyset physique was the result of a 
genuine fondness for eating, but his time with the 
marine’s Force Recon and the Black Eagles had kept 
him in perfect physical condition. He was still angry 
about having to haul Archie Dobbs’ equipment 
around with his own, and he gave his quick briefing 
in a surly tone. ‘‘There’s no exotic equipment: for 
you shitheads—hell, you’d just break it anyhow—be 
regular ammo issue, standard patrol harness, that’s- 
all. Me and Calvin are gonna be the only guys with - 
entrenching tools in case they’re needed. Go in light 
on this one.’? He pointed to a Vietnamese officer 
seated directly in front of him. ‘‘Dinky Dow’s got 
the dope on handling the prisoners.”’ 

Lieutenant Nguyen Van Dow, called Dinky Dow 
(Vietnamese for ‘‘crazy’’) by the Black Eagles, took 
the floor. A former VC; this compact five foot, three 
inch, bow-legged, skinny little man was probably the 
toughest jungle fighter of the whole bunch. During 
service with the Viet Cong, he had defected to the 
south after his girl friend was made into a camp ‘‘joy 
girl’? by the regional commissar. ‘“‘We got two 
prisoners to bring out like you know,’’ Dinky Dow 
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said. ‘‘One is colonel named Nguyen Chi Roi. Same 
name as mine, but we’re not related. Nguyen is a 
name like Smith or Jones to Americans, so I not ask 
you to be too nice to him. He won’t get any special 
attention, except to watch for escape attempts. He’s 
tough, well-trained and knows his business. The 
other prisoner is North Korean brain-washing expert 
Doctor Yoon Hwan. He is old man, in his fifties, 
and the going is gonna be rough for him. We taking 
along extra stretcher if he needs it. He a hardcore 
Communist, so may prefer to die of heart attack 
rather than be taken out as a prisoner. Everybody 
keep an eye on him. Especially my detail. The team 
briefings will tell you more. Ritchie give dope on 
commo now.”’ 
Dink Dow abruptly went back to his seat and First 

_ Lieutenant Ritchie Wakely took over the session. 

“Our commo, thank God, is going to be easy,”’’ 
the young officer said. Ritchie, a graduate of the 
Virginia Military Institute, was a specialist in 
crytography and Oriental languages, The son of a 
diplomatic service officer, he was a gangling string- 
bean with a wild sense of humor and a devotion to 
tennis and jogging. ‘‘We’ll have; AN/PRC-6’s, 
Prick-Sixes in other words, for inter-detachment 
communications. A homing-beacon radio will be 
used to bring the choppers into us for exfiltration. 
The call signs, as usual, will be Falcon-One, Two, 
Three, and so on. Specific teams will be assigned the 
proper ones later.’’ 

Malcomb McCorkel, ever the pessimist, raised his 
hand. ‘‘Are we gonna have the same crystals for each 
set this time?’’ he asked referring to the fact that 
frequencies on the Prick-Six are determined by a 
removable crystal. 

“Don’t worry, Malpractice,’’ Ritchie answered. ‘‘I 


56 


checked ’em all myself. So, if there’s no more ques- 
tions, I’ll turn the proceedings over to our fearless 
leader.’’ 

Falconi strode to the front of the room. ‘‘Okay, 
I’m gonna post the team breakdown. Take a gander 
at it, then get off and start your study of the maps 
and photos. Each team will be called up to the sand- 
table one at a time for a thorough briefing on the 
_attack plan.’’ He turned to the wall and posted the 
paper, then quickly jumped aside from the stampede 
that swept toward him. 
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FIRE TEAM ALPHA 
1LT WAKELY, Ritchie, Team Leader 
SFC RIVERA, Manuel 
SFC GALCHASER, Jack 
SGT CULPEPPER, Calvin 
SGT HODGES, Trent 


FIRE TEAM BRAVO 
MSG SNOW, John, Team Leader 
SFC ORMOND, Norman 
SSG O’QUINN, Liam 
SGT BOUDREAU, Marcel 
SGT CARTER, Demond 


GUARD TEAM 
1LT NGUYEN, Van Dow, Team Leader 
SFC MISKOSKI, Jan 
SGT LIMO, Ray 
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MEDICAL TEAM 
LT THOMPSON, William, Team Leader 
HCM LITTLETON, Michael | 

SFC McCORKEL, Malcomb 
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Sleep! | 

Wonderful, restful sleep! | 

It seemed the most beautiful thing/in the world to 
Lieutenant Colonel Winston Baldwin who stood, 
exhausted and bleary eyed on the chair in Colonel 
Nguyen’s office. Songs, stories and poems of 
slumber kept running through his head. Even the 
Christmas carol: 


O little town of Bethlehem, 
How still we see thee lie; 
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep 
The silent stars go by, 


- The long hours of standing had: evolved to this 
‘ mew system. Hours and hours at the position of 
attention on the chair until the ultimate collapse and 
longer fall to the floor with its painful consequences. 
Then the kicking and punching until once again he 
had resumed his place. It would begin again, in hour 
and hour of wretched wakefulness. . 

There was the part of Sir Philip :Sidney’s poem 
that also ran through his mind. 


Come, Sleep! O sleep, the certain knot of peace, 
The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe, 
The poor man’s wealth, the prisoner’s release, 
The indifferent judge between the high and low. 


‘*You must answer me, Colonel Baldwin, please!’ 
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Baldwin shook his head. Doctor Yoon sat at 
Nguyen’s desk, where the colonel had been only 
seconds before . . . minutes before? Hours before? 

‘*I must have more information than this if I am to 
help you? And I have helped you haven’t I?’? Yoon 
asked. 

“Yes... yes... you helped ...’’ Wait. That’s 
the answer he wants. The sonofabitch is going to 
take charge if you’re not careful, his dulled mind 
screamed to him through the haze of fatigue. Don’t 
let him take charge. No, don’t let him take charge! . 

-**What is your unit designation, Colonel Baldwin? 
Just tell me that one thing. What is your unit 
designation?”’ Yoon asked. 

The prayer he used to say as a kid. Oh, sweet God, 
he would say it with his mother just before a whole, 
beautiful night of sleep, sleep. 


Now I lay me down to sleep; 
I pray the Lord my soul to keep. 
If I should die before I wake, 
I pray the Lord my soul to take. 


“Do you want Colonel Nguyen to take over the 
interrogation, again, Colonel Baldwin? What is your 
unit designation? Tell me your unit designation and 
we’ll let you sleep . . . we'll let you sleep . . . we'll let 
you sleep...” 

’ Baldwin swallowed, his mouth dry. And of course, 
in Shakespeare’s King Henry V: 


Not all these, laid in bed majestical, 
can sleep'so soundly as the wretched slave, 
-Who with a body fill’d and vacant mind 
Gets him to rest, cramm’d with distressful bread. 
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‘‘What is your unit designation? What is your unit 
designation?” | 

The voice, foreign, persistent and unidentifiable, 
kept probing and digging and stabbing, until from 
somewhere another voice sounded, clear as a bell: 

‘Special Reconnaissance ‘Squadron, MACV/ 
SOG. ? 

Bruno Hosteins addressed the - men around the 
sandtable in a clear voice. The resentment he felt at 
being forced into the mission—actually against his 
- will—had faded greatly during these first hours with 

the Black Eagles. They were a tough group, certainly 

different from the Foreign Legion where instant, 
unquestioning obedience was demanded. In fact, 

‘most of -the Black Eagles would: be discipline 
problems in the Legion. No doubt spending most of 
their hitches in the penal battalion at Colomb-Bechar 
or deserting at the earliest opportunity. Ach, nein, 
these were not automatons, they were soldiers—good 
ones too, from the looks of things. It would be most 
interesting for a man who was an ex- Waffen-SS 
officer and Foreign Legion NCO to go into combat 
with these wild individualists led by the unorthodox 
man they called Falcon. 

“Fort Rollet is typical of the outlying garrisons we 
constructed during our war against the Viet Minh,” 
Hosteins said. ‘‘It consists of a rectangular wall, five 
meters high and a meter thick. The area it covers is’ 
one hundred meters square, more or less. There is a 
small area of concrete buildings in the center of the 
compound, as you can see. These were for our head- 
quarters, supply and other administrative functions. 
Farther out, located twenty meters in from the east 
and west walls, were our barracks. From the looks of 
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the aerial photos, these on the west side are cells. The 
others are evidently used by the guards. You will 
notice the barbed wire around those west barracks. 
That is why we surmise they are where the prisoners 
are being held. There are also strands all around the 
outer walls to form a perimeter of sorts. These are 
for extra confinement, obviously, and not con- 
structed for tactical purposes.”’ 

The men compared the photographs with the 
model that Hosteins had constructed on the table. 
Calvin Culpepper, the engineer-demolitions sergeant, 
spoke up. ‘“There seems to be two gates through the 
fence leading to the cells.’’- 

**Yes,’? Hosteins agreed. ‘‘It is a custom of the 
Viets to have it this way. Good prisoners get to walk 
through the regular gate. Bad ones, the uncoopera- 
tive ones, must crawl through a smaller one. The 
ground is kept muddy and stinking with water or 
from the guards pissing on it. Sometimes they even 
throw shit down there.”’ 

‘s‘Damn!”’ Culpepper said. ‘‘I sure hope I never get 
stuck in one o’ them goddamn places!’ 

Hosteins grinned wryly..‘‘Now you know the 
motivation behind my actions that earned me the 
certificate as Evade de Dien Bien Phu!’ © 


The guard pushed the prisoner toward the gate, 
but this time took him to the one he could walk 
through upright. He opened it and stood aside for 
him. ‘‘You have been good today, Number Five. 
You can walk through the wire in dignity.’’ 

_ Baldwin, confused and disoriented, staggered 
inside to be led to his cell. 
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SIX 


Falcon rolled off his bunk and sli ped through the 
mosquito netting. Captain Robert Mikhailivich 
Falconi was the army brat son of a career officer and 
Russian Jewess. From his father he had learned 
devotion to duty; while from his mother, Miriam 
Anonova, who had fled the Soviet Union and 
Stalin’s pogroms in 1934, he learned to hate 
Communism. | 

Falconi stood up and glanced around the room at 
the sleeping Black Eagles, then walked to the 
window. The air base was quiet in the night, the 
lights of the operations tower showing on the far side 
of the field. Other buildings, with bright security 
beams blazing around them, added to the illumina- 
tion that glowed on the low clouds. ' 

**Can’t sleep, Skipper?”’ 

Falcon looked toward the isa where Archie 

Dobbs stood his turn at guard. He joined him and 
glanced’ out that way. ‘‘I feel restless,”” the Falcon 
said. 

Dobbs whistled low. ‘‘That’s a) bad sign. I’m 
almost tempted to turn the other :guys out.’’ He 
joined his commander in surveying the area through 
the door’s window. ‘‘That instinct of yours ain’t let 
us down yet.”’ 

There was a sound of rustling netting, and a pair 
of big feet. padded over toward them. Master 
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Sergeant John Snow yawned. ‘‘What’re you two 
doin’ up and around?”’ 

‘The skipper’s nervous, Top,’’ Dobbs said in a 

‘serious tone. 

*Shit!’? Snow stooped and glanced out the 
window. 

“Quiet out there,” the Falcon said. ‘‘I’m probably 
just getting goosey in my old age.’’ 

“I’m taking out a patrol,’? Snow announced. 

‘‘Where? Out there?”’ Dobbs asked. 

“O’course out there,’? Snow said sarcastically. 
‘*What the hell you think I’m gonna do, take ’em to 
Albuquerque?”’ 

_ “Watch that ARVN unit, Top,’”? Dobbs said 
ignoring the sarcasm. ‘‘They’re a bunch o’ trigger 
happy bastards.”’ 

‘‘Why don’t you forget it, John?’ the Falcon 
said. ‘‘I’m just nervous because of the mission.”’ 

‘‘Them hairs on the back o’ your neck have been 
real accurate in the past,’’ Snow said walking away. 
He went to several bunks and shook the men awake 
with one word: ‘‘Patrol.’’ 

Within moments Horny Galchaser, Jack Cul- 
pepper and Lightfingers O’Quinn stood fully dressed 
in patrol gear with M16s and bandoleers of ammo. 

_ **What the fuck we goin’ on patrol out here for,’’ 
Horny demanded. 

“The Falcon feels restless,’? Dobbs explained. 

**Oh, Jesus!”’ 

Lightfingers pulled back on the charging handle of 
his weapon. ‘‘It’s gonna get hairy around here.”’ 

Snow, now attired like the other three, called them 
together. ‘‘It’s darker’n shit out there and them god- 
damned lights on the buildings are gonna play hell 
with our visual purple,”’ he said. ‘‘So let’s. stay in 
sight of each other. We’ll do the Georgia High Step 
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all around the wire about ss meters out. 
~ “Can I go with you?’? Dobbs asked. 

**No, goddamnit, you’re on guard,” Snow 
snapped. ‘Don’t you even remember your goddamn 
General Orders, for Chrissake!’’ 

‘*‘Sure,’? Dobbs said. Then he laughed and said, 
‘To. walk my post in a military manner—and take 


~~ no shit off the comp’ny comman’er!’? 


‘‘Fun-ny,’’ Snow said. ‘‘You stay here at your 
post and keep your eye out for us. If!any shit breaks 
loose—and it probably will—you’ll| have to cover 
us.”’ 

‘I feel silly about this,’? the Falcon said. 

“I sure as hell don’t!’’ Lightfingers said. ‘“Them 
instincts of yours don’t lie, Falcon.’’ 

*<C’mon, big team,’’ Snow said. He opened the 
door at the same time the world roared into life in a 
blaze of flashing lights and roar, of automatic 
weapons. | 
_ Several rounds slapped into the building and the 

Falcon, Dobbs and the patrol went to the deck. 

An incredible half a minute passed before the 
ARVN security unit replied to the attack. A couple 
of mortars crumped and a heavy .50 calibre 
Browning chunk-chunked, sending tracers streaking 
through the night. The mortars were laid and aimed 
for pre-arranged targets and their first rounds fell 
outside the defense perimeter in the proper fashion. 
They managed to fire another salvo before a tremen- 
dous explosion silenced them. | 

*‘Some crazy-assed Charlies made.a suicide run at 
’em,’’ Snow remarked. ‘‘Bet they jumped into their 
positions with twenty pounds of HE strapped on 
their asses.’’ 

‘‘That means the real fire-support is gone,’’ the 
Falcon said. ‘‘The raiders can storm through here 
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and over to the main base without much trouble until 
security can respond.”’ 

- “And they’re slower’n. molasses in January,” 
Snow said. 

“How come they say that?” Dobbs _ asked. 
**Y’know, molasses in January.”” 

*“Well,”’ said Horny, ‘‘in cold weather—” 

‘*Will you two stupid bastards shut the fuck up!’’ 
Snow bellowed. ‘‘We’re gonna be up to our fucking 
asses in VC in another minute or two and you’re 
discussing clichés.”’ 

The sudden reports of a weapon fired near them . 
caused the group to duck. But it was Hosteins 
cutting loose with his M16 through the window by 
his bunk. ‘‘Aux armes! Aux armes!’’ he yelled 
delightedly. ‘“‘A moi la Legion!’’ 

The other Eagles had picked out their own firing 
positions by then and, in various modes of 
dress—and undress—manned the windows. The 
Falcon joined Hosteins and ‘peered out into the 
night. : 

“*You have definite targets?”’ 

Hosteins shrugged. ‘‘I saw. shadows moving before 
I fired.”’ 

The Falcon looked out t and scanned the view 
outside. ‘‘I don’t see any now.”’ 

Hosteins grinned. ‘‘Of course not, mon capitaine, 
Culpepper did a good job of teaching me the 
operation of this M16.”’ 

Firing exploded on the other side of the room. 

**Keep alert!’? Snow yelled. ‘“They’re coming at us 
with satchel charges.” 

First Lieutenant Ritchie Wakely tried to get some 
sort of control over his fire team, but everyone was 
split off or intermingled. And, he decided quickly, in 
the confined space of the briefing hut, there really 
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_ wasn’t all that reason for unit integrity. He crawled 
over to the Falcon and joined him in the middle of 
the room. He spoke i in a calm voice. You realize, of 
course, that we’re going to be able: ito hold out for 
only about a half hour.”’’ 
*‘With a lot of luck,’’ the Falcon said. *“We got to 
- get the hell out of here.” | 

“You mean haul ass for the main base over 
there?’’ Ritchie asked. 

“‘Nope. The VC’d just catch up with us in the dark 
_and cut us down one by one,”’ the Falcon answered. 
We're going to have to go out and infiltrate 

through ’em, then form up and catch their survivors 
later when they withdraw.”’ 

**That’s just as dangerous,”’ Ritchie pointed out. 

‘*Yeah, but at least there’s the’ satisfaction of 
getting a few of them before they get ‘us,”? the Falcon 
said. 

“I can go along with that,’’ Ritchie said. ‘‘The 
best way would be—’’ He stopped oe “Did you 
notice that?’’ 

“The reduction in fighting? Yeah, ” the Falcon 
said grimly. ‘‘And you know what that means?”’ 

‘Sure. The ARVN unit’s been wiped out,’’ Ritchie 
- Said. 

' The Falcon shouted to the men. “You guys 
without boots, get em on. We're all going outside to 
do our fighting. There’s no choice for us but to slip 
through ’em. Then assemble fifty meters beyond the 
north fence.”’ 

What about the VC support out: there?” Dobbs 
wanted to know. 

*Shouldn’t be any—this is a suicide run for the 
bastards,”’ the Falcon said. 

“Christ!”” Galchaser said a bit nervously. ‘“What 
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kind o’ chance we got against a suicide mission, 
Falcon?”’ 

‘Actually, not much more than they have. = 

**Jeez! You’re so encouraging, Skipper!”’ 

- Two minutes later, with most of the men wearing 
nothing but boots, shorts, and ammo bandoleers, the . 
Black Eagles poised to rush out into the night. . 

‘Let’s fly, Eagles!’’ the Falcon yelled. ‘‘Kick ass!”’ 

The door opened and, one by one, they moved off 
into the darkness amidst the fanatical attackers who 
had only one contingency to their attack—death. 

The Black Eagles had an advantage over the 
raiders. The VC were in a hurry and had to complete 
their work before dawn. The Black Eagles. had all 
day. Each man, acting independently, spread out 
. from the others and stuck close to the ground. They 
faced away from the base lights, thus their night 
vision improved slowly, but perceptibly. By staying 
low and crawling at a steady pace, they could glance 
up into the night sky and catch the floating move- 
ments of silhouettes as the VC moved through them. 
With plenty of ammo, and the MIé6s set on full 
automatic, they were ready to do more battle than 
the enemy had expected. 

The Falcon eased forward along the ground, 
alternating quick, darting glances with pressing his 
ear to the earth for the tell-tale vibrations of running 
feet. He sensed movement close by and glanced in 
that direction. Three figures moved smoothly in his 
direction. He waited until they were a mere fifteen . 
feet away then brought up the muzzle of his weapon. 
He cut loose two fire bursts and, in the milliseconds 
of light afforded by the shots, caught the satisfying . 
sight of a trio of VC stagger back under the impact | 

‘of the 5.56 millimeter slugs. 
He listened for any groans, but the silence just 
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- ahead of him indicated his shots had ‘all been killing 
ones. The Falcon went back to his low, slow crawl. 
But less than a minute later, the old instinct of 
danger sent a shiver down his back. 

It was just above him. | 

He rolled to the left, and the body hit the same 
_ spot on the ground he had been occupying. The 
knife, aimed for his back, sliced his cheek instead. 
Without the conscious thought occurring in his 
mind, he realized he was dealing with a southpaw, 
and struck out with a slicing hammer-fist punch to 
immobilize the man’s arm. His aim wasn’t too hot 
either, and all he caught was the empty part of a 
large sleeve, and terra firma. 
_ The Falcon, unable to see a thing in the blackness, 
rolled to his feet and lashed: out with an explosive 
- side kick—but there was nothing but empty night air 
where his opponent should have been. Then he 
sensed the attack from his right—his ki sounding a 
silent alarm and letting him know he should go under 
it. He did so and. was rewarded with the crunch of his 
_extended third knuckle into ribs, But a vicious kick 
hit the side of his calf, sending the Falcon to the 
ground, He was lucky. That had been a dragon- » 
stamp, and if it had caught his knee he would be 
crippled and down on the ground at his opponent’s 
mercy. 

The Falcon pushed back along the ground to clear 
some space between himself and the other man. The 
guy had to be a goddamned third dan black belt. His 
movements and skill in the inky darkness matched 
the Falcon’s own, and the American knew that only 
one of them would be able to survive the match. 

The Falcon closed his eyes, and let the universe 
flow over and around him. He sensed the break in 
the rhythm and exploded into a straight seiken 
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punch. He was a trifle off. He felt the iron grip on 
his wrist as the momentum from his effort was used 
against him. He went with the man’s movement and 
as he topped his shoulder, twisted violently and 
threw his free elbow back. It missed, but he had 
broken free. The Falcon struck the ground in a 
shoulder roll, bounced and came up facing opposite 
his opponent. A backward heel kick connected, and 
he spun and delivered a wide-swinging roundhouse 
kick at the guy’s head. 

Missed. 

The Falcon backed off again. The guy seemed to 
be little, skinny and light as a feather. But, 
goddamnit, he could snap punches and kicks that 
could have been fatal with solid connections. The 
Black Eagle went into the t-dachi position—as still 
and quiet as a serpent. 

No sound. Nothing. No movement. 

The pressure, barely perceptible but there, alerted 
him and once again the Falcon parried the slashing 
knife-edge of a small hand. The combatants sparred 
furiously, parrying and blocking, getting bruises but - 
nothing else. 

Again, silence. 

. The Falcon squatted down in a slow, movement, 
all senses alert and straining. He knew he would 
present a smaller target in this low bow-and-arrow 
stance, although coming out of it would be slower. 

Still, silence. 

There was no movement, no life force to sense. It 
was as if the other fighter could move his soul in and 
out of his body at will, to live and die in a see-sawing 
manifestation. 

_A loud, tremendous explosion blasted from the 
main base giving a sudden illumination to the scene. 
The man was out of sight. That meant the son of a 
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_ bitch was behind him. The Falcon reacted 

- instantaneously by pivoting on his heel and going 
into the ¢t-dachi defensive position to take the 
expected attack from behind him. 

He wasn’t disappointed. 

The kick caught his right arm and threw it up 
violently, the limb going numb under the tremendous 
blow. Another pivot, and the Falcon had the guy’s 
. ankle in his left hand. He pulled hard, and the 
_ featherweight came off his feet. The Falcon threw a 

downward seiken punch, but it failed to connect, 
and the slithering sound in the grass gave evidence of 
the man’s escape from further attack. 

Again silence. 

The Falcon’s instinct and desire for survival 
Stimulated his Ki. It took over his functions and told 
him to spin to his left. The wind from a close miss 
flashed by his nose and he folded a knee and lunged 
forward. 

It connected! 
~ A vicious, cross-body shuto punch sent the edge of 
his hand slashing into the man’s neck. Then another! 
Another! The vertebrae under that small skull 
popped and cracked, the spinal cord was severed and 
a sudden, undeniable sound of the body plopping to 
the ground told the story. 

The fight was over. 

By then small arms fire toward the main base, 
which had been building up into a wild crescendo, 
died down—then ceased. The battle of that night had 
ended.. 

The Falcon, sore and exhausted, slumped to the 
ground beside his victim. The sun, barely showing on 

the eastern horizon, eased up at a snail’s pace. But 
finally there was enough light that the Falcon could 
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get a good look at the fighter who had been so 
skilled and invisible in the dark. He reached out and 
rolled over the small figure in the growing light, the 
black Viet Cong uniform too large for a good fit. 
Damn! She had been one hell of a fighter! 
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SEVEN . 


II 


Il 


. 


THE CODE OF CONDUCT 


I am an American fighting man. I serve in the 
forces which guard my country and our way 
of life. I am prepared to give my life in their 
defense. 


I will never surrender of my own free will. If 
in command I will never surrender my men 
while they still have the means to resist. 


If I am captured I will continue to resist by all 
means available. I will make every effort to 
escape and aid others to escape. I will accept 
neither parole nor special favors from the 
enemy. 


If I become a prisoner of war, I will keep 
faith with my fellow prisoners. I will give no 
information or take part in any action which 
might be harmful to my comrades. If I am 
senior, I will take command. If not I will 
obey the lawful orders of those appointed 
over me and will back them up in every way. 


When questioned, should I become prisoner 
of war, I am bound to give only name, rank, 
service number and date of birth. I will evade 
answering further questions to the utmost of 
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my ability. I will make no oral or written 
statements disloyal to my country and its 
allies or harmful to their cause. 


VI_ I will never forget that I am an American 
fighting man, responsible for my actions, and 
dedicated to the principles which made my 
country free. I will trust in my God and the 

- United States of America. 


Staff Sergeant Marvin Dayton knew the Code of 
Conduct by heart. He had learned it during his first 
hitch when he’d been a young paratrooper in the 
82nd Airborne Division back in the mid 1950s. 

After a three-year hitch, Dayton had taken his dis- 
charge ‘and gone back home to Des Moines. He’d 
saved some money in Soldiers Deposit during the 
service and, without the benefit of the G.I. Bill (he 
just missed it by enlisting a couple of months past | 
the expiration date of January 1955), he planned on 
attending college using that money and whatever else 
he could earn at part-time jobs. His educational 
ambition was to secure a degree in American 
History, and pursue a career as a historical writer. 
Dayton pictured himself producing revealing, out- 
standing books after months—or even years—of 
painstaking investigation and plowing through 
archives and documents digging out controversial 
historical facts that cleared the record and put 
America’s true story into its proper perspective. The 
young man sincerely believed that through the truth- 
ful understanding of\the past—the failures and the 
triumphs—those lessons could be applied to the 
future to benefit the United States in all areas, 
whether industrial, judicial, executive government or 
whatever. 
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The ex-paratrooper entered a small state university 
filled with enthusiasm, ambition and a drive to excel. 
But he found a truth of American university life 
there. Before the lowly underclassman got to get into 
_ the really interesting, stimulating area of his interest, 
he had to go through the tedious, boring grind of the 
freshman and sophomore programs. For an 
impatient young man who had just spent three 
adventurous years leaping from airplanes and travel- — 
ing about the world on various training missions and 
- exercises, the ordeal proved unbearable. Shallow 
. minded kids whose families could afford to buy them 
college deferments and keep them from the draft, 
.clogged the classrooms and the system while the in- 
. tellectually befuddled, yet clever and quick-minded 
Keepers of the Flame in the liberal arts displayed 
arrogance and smugness despite the fact most didn’t 
conduct their work or research at the skill levels 
‘demanded of apprentice barbers. 

Marvin Dayton became fed up and he remembered 
the days of excitement he had known in the army 


. before. And his ambitions evolved to reflect his new 


attitude. He didn’t need a goddamned degree to 
write or research history—all that gave him were. 
some letters to put after his name. Dayton decided to 
return to the military and experience some of the 
heady changes going on in the world which the 
United States Army was participating in. His plan 
was to pull one more three year hitch as an enlisted 
_man. This time in Special Forces. That demanding 
unit, with its combination of high mental-and- 
physical requirements, would not only give him a 
chance to get a real look at the world, but would 
drive away the cobwebs that higher education had 
spun across his mind. 

Dayton re-enlisted in 1960 and spent the next three 
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years with the 10th Special Forces in Germany as a 
commo expert. The end of that hitch found him 
wrapped up tightly in the Green Berets and this time 
he opted for six. more years of it. Staff Sergeant 
Dayton, by. then, had to admit to himself he had 
become a professional soldier. 

’ His next duty assignment was with an advisory 
group in Viet Nam. Now he added Vietnamese to his 
language skills—he was already fluent in German 
with a working knowledge of Hungarian and 
Russian—and further crosstraining had gotten him 
MOS’s in light weapons and engineering. 

Dayton engaged in several small, but deadly, 
combat situations, and his battle experience cul- 
minated at a place called Ap Bac in South Vietnam 
during January 1963. The operation was supposed to 
have been a piece of cake—a quick hit against a com- 
pany of VC guarding a communications station. The 
ARVN commanders committed an attack force made 
up of armored, ranger and infantry units assisted by 
helicopters. There were 51 American advisors along 
to add their expertise to the effort. 

The first thing the attackers discovered was, that 


instead of the company-sized enemy unit they ex- — 


pected, there was a whole battalion. Within a very 
short time, five. of the helicopters—all Ameri- 
can—were destroyed. The American advisors noted 
that their ARVN comrades still had numerical and 
weapons superiority over the enemy. They advised an 
all-out commitment to the assault, but the South 
Vietnamese officers hesitated. Their government was 


putting on plenty of pressure to. avoid caualties as 


_ auch as possible. Their timid and half-hearted 
efforts not only allowed the Viet Cong to escape that 
night, but caused needless deaths in their own forces. 

Of the American advisers, three were killed and 
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one was captured—Staff Sergeant Marvin Dayton. 

His first months in captivity were rugged. Con- 
stantly moved from place to place by his captors, 
subjected to the most rudimentary and brutal field 
interrogation, and inadequately fed, Dayton put the 
Code of Conduct into effect. He wouldn’t answer 
_ their questions, sign their statements or cooperate in 
any manner. The result was that his physical condi- 
tion slowly but surely deteriorated until he was near 
death. 

Finally, even in the throes of mental confusion, 
Dayton realized the Code of Conduct wasn’t 
_ working worth a damn. He had nearly allowed the 
Viet Cong to destroy him without gaining a thing. 
There had been a couple of opportunities to escape, 
but he’d been in no physical condition to do so. 
. However, if before he had said what they wanted 
» and signed what they wanted, he not only would 
have been able to haul ass.and get back to friendly 
lines with lots of intelligence on their methods of 
operation and locations of various camps, he would 
also have been back at work fighting the sons of 
bitches once again—and even more effectively than 
before. 

Finally, for a reason he could only assume was to 
fatten him up for some propaganda, he had been 
hauled to Garrison. Three and turned over to Colonel 
Nguyen and Doctor Yoon. Since any tactical or stra- 
tegic knowledge he might have was completely 

- Obsolete, the Communist concentrated on ‘‘re-edu- 
cating’’ Sergeant Dayton. Special instructors and 
commissars visited Garrison Three to begin a 
program of turning the Green Beret into at least a 
‘sympathizer if not an all-out Red. This time, he. re- 
sponded to them in a way that would suit them and. 
he suffered no more lack of food or physical mis- 
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treatment—and his strength grew. The only part of 
the code that Dayton would subscribe to by then was 
the sentences which stated: . . .J will keep faith with 
my fellow prisoners. I will give no information or 
take part in any action which might be harmful to 
my comrades. 

When the new prisoner arrived and was placed in 
the cell next to him, Dayton had taken every 
opportunity to watch him from his cell window and 
try to figure out what was going on. When he saw 
the man taking the same abuse he had taken by 
refusing to salute the North Vietnamese flag, he had 
advised him to go ahead and salute. STAY 
HEALTHY. Don’t rat on your fellow prisoners, of 
course, but do everything else to keep or gain 
strength. 

Dayton, with hardly any thought in his head 
beyond escape, still had time to plan his first his- 
torical work. It would involve American POWs in 
the Far East, and he had already formed the last 
sentence of the book: 

In order to spare American prisoners much of the 
physically debilitating ordeal they face, the United 
States Government, at the. start of my conflict, 
should issue a statement which says that all 
American servicemen are. instructed to sign any 
document or make any statement the enemy requires 
of them. Thus negating any propaganda value to the 
opposing side. — 


Major Dai Vo of the North Vietnamese regular 
army was ecstatic as he watched his command, the 
327th Infantry Battalion, load onto the Polish Lublin 
2-1/2 ton trucks lined up in convoy formation. in 
front of the unit’s barracks in Hanoi. 
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The battalion commissar, Major Hieu Lo Ren, 
standing beside the young commander, turned and 
smiled at him. “‘This is a great honor for us, 
Comrade Major.’’ ; 

‘‘Of course, Comrade Commissar,’’ Dai agreed. 
‘*The high standards and vigorous training schedules 
imposed on our battalion has assured us this most 
historic spot in socialism’s struggle in Vietnam.’’ 

‘“‘Within three months we will be in the south 
-fighting the Americans and their lackeys,’’ the 
commissar said. ‘‘And it is most significant where 
we are to train in preparation for this mission.” 

-**Yes,”’? Dai said smiling. ‘Our final maneuver 
‘phase shall be just north of Dien Bien Phu. The site 
of our greatest victory against the French imperialists 
and their mercenaries.” 

‘*Will our battalion headquarters be located 
there?’’ the commissar asked. 

Dai pulled a folded map from his pocket and 
opened it up to show his companion. ‘“‘We will be 
almost in the dead center between Dien Bien Phu 
and Lai Chiau,’’ he said. He put his finger on a spot 
on the map. “We shall have our command post 
here—in the village of Phu Tong.’’ 

‘*Ah, yes!’ the commissar said happily. ‘*That is 
most fortunate for me. My cousin is stationed close 
by and I will have the opportunity to visit him.’’ 

Dai studied the map with a puzzled frown. ‘‘I see 
nothing here indicating a garrison near Phu Tong.”’ 

The commissar laughed. ‘‘Do not worry, Comrade 
Major Dai. It is there all right. I’ve visited the place 
on two occasions. It is an old French fort now called 
Garrison Three.’’ 

“‘If it is an old colonial post, why isn’t it shown 
here?’’ Dai asked. 

The commissar looked around to make sure 
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nobody was close enough to hehe him. ‘‘Because our 
- comrade leaders want it to be forgotten, thus it has 
not been placed on the latest maps. It is a special 
prison camp. And you will be most pleased to be- 
come acquainted with the commandant. I’m sure 
you have heard of him—Nguyen Chi Roi.’’ 
. ‘The great combat leader? What an honor! And 
he is your cousin?’’ Dai asked impressed. ~* 
*‘Indeed,’’ the commissar said. ‘“We joined the 
party only a few months apart.’’ 
‘La lung!’’ Dai cried. ‘‘I shall look forward to . 
‘meeting him.”’ 
**Yes,”’ the commissar said. ‘‘Our stay near 
Garrison Three should be most exciting!’’ 
They turned back to watch the eager soldiers, fully 
armed and equipped, climb into the backs of the 
trucks for the j journey to Phu Tong. : ; 
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**You are in your father’s study,” Yoon said. 
‘And he is smiling at you because he is glad you are. 
visiting him on furlough. Aren’t you happy to see 
him?” 

Baldwin strained to see, but any a milky murki- 
ness danced, before his eyes. ‘“Wh . . . what? I can’t 
see anything.’’ 

**Oh, yes! Yes, you can,” Yoon said. ‘‘I will help 
you, Colonel Baldwin. Do you understand that I 
must help you?’”’ 

“Uh...yes...no...I can’t see,’ Baldwin 
stammered. 
-“Of course you can’t,’’ Yoon said soothingly. 
‘That is why I am here, Colonel Baldwin. I will help. 

you see. Can you understand that?’’ 

6*YVes,”? 
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~ “You cannot see unless I assist you. I shall show 

you what you must see,”’ Yoon said. 

**Yes...yes...my father? Where is my 
father?’’ 

**He is here. Can’t you see him?” . 

Baldwin saw a shadow in the fog that flowed in 
front of his eyes. It became clearer until he could 
barely make out the features. Despite the fuzziness, 
he recognized his father. ‘‘Hello, Dad, ”* he said 
haltingly. 

**Hello, Winston,”’ his father said. But the voice 
was not that of his father. It was Yoon’s voice. 

‘I don’t understand... it’s my father... not 
his voice . ...”’ 

*Yes,”’ said his father with Yoon’s voice. ‘‘It is 
me, son. I am glad you’re home. Where have you 
been this time?’’ 

“I can’t say... Dad... you know, I can’t tell 
you... everything,’’ Baldwin said. 

‘*Don’t you trust me, son?’’ 

*‘What happened to your voice, Dad? I...I 
don’t understand.”’ 

‘Are you sleepy, son?’’ 

**Yes, yes, yes... so sleepy...” 

“Talk to me for awhile and you can go to sleep,’’ 
his dad said in the alien voice. ‘‘Don’t you know 
that? You talk, then you sleep. That’s the way it’s 
supposed to go.”’ 

~ “Qh, yes ... [remember .. . but I don’t want to 
talk . . . Ican’t.’? Something deep in Baldwin’s sub- 
conscious sounded a subtle alarm to him..It kept him 
from following his desires and caving in to this thing 
that was happening to him. 

Time was no longer a measurable element to 
Baldwin. It simply didn’t exist. He went through a 
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routine of sorts, a confusing series of happenings 
really, in which there was no light nor dark, nor 
meals or any other desires. Things swirled and made 
him dizzy, then they settled down into a confused 
calmness like at that particular moment. It was a 
peaceful haze, except he felt so tired and dragged out 
at those times. 

Baldwin closed his eyes, yet did not sleep. Instead; 
he felt himself spinning around—faster and faster 
into a disturbing vertigo that had no depths, nor 
- horizontals or verticals. He felt as if he were in a zero 
dimension of some kind. 


The prisoner stood drunkenly by the gate waiting 
for it to be opened for him. Sergeant Marvin 
Dayton, standing carefully over to one side of his 
cell, peered out and took a quick glance at the man. 

Baldwin was becoming worse with each passing 
day. The colonel had some sort of information that 
Nguyen and Yoon wanted, and it was only a matter 
of time before they had it. The way the man walked 
gave stark evidence he was receiving an interrogation 
that consisted of a combination of sleeplessness and 
persistent suggestion. Slowly, the air force officer 
_was evolving into a vegetable. 

Dayton waited until the other’s cell door slammed 
shut and the guards went back through the gate. He 
picked up the rock he used for signalling and tapped 
out, H-A-N-G—I-N—T-H-E-R-E. 

And, like the unfortunate Vietnamese prisoner in 
. the opposite cell, Baldwin could no longer respond. - 
Dayton sighed, sadly. Within days, the North Viet- 
namese would have him drained, then probably fix ° 
him up enough for propaganda statements or a trial 
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as a war criminal. If something didn’t happen 
quickly Baldwin’s chances for carrying on any sort 
of successful escape would be a thing of the past. 
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EIGHT 


The humidity hung low and heavy in the hangar 
despite the building’s tall interior. The Black Eagles, 
chuted up, sat on the concrete floor, leaning rear- 
ward on their backpacks, hands resting across the 
reserve parachutes hooked onto the main lift 
webbing with the belly bands through the loops on 
the back. ae 

A blackboard, with a hastily sketched rectangle on 
it, sat in front of them. Each and every man watched 
the Falcon, standing awkwardly in his own parachute 
and equipment, indicating his art work with the piece 
of chalk in his hand. ‘‘The drop zone, boys, and I’m 
afraid this thing isn’t to any particular scale. It’s only 


a twelve-second DZ and we’ll be exiting in one pass... . 


with ten man sticks—except for whichever one I 
decide to join as jumpmaster.’’ 

*‘Shit!’’ somebody said. 

*‘Right,’”’ the Falcon echoed. ‘‘That means when 
the green light comes on you Aaul ass outta that 
fuckin’ aircraft. I don’t give-a damn if your main is | 
falling off. You wrap both arms around it and unass 
the aircraft, pronto!’ 

**Any obstacles.on the Dz?” Horny Galchaser 
asked. 

‘*Pretty clean except for the terrain itself. It’s roll- 
ing and uneven so let’s watch those PLF’s,”’ the 
Falcon said. ‘“We’ll be jumping at 800 feet, so there 
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won’t be a chance to deploy your reserves in the 
‘event of a malfunction. I don’t have to tell you what 
will happen if you’re injured on the DZ.”’ 

“That’s all she wrote, huh, Skipper?’’ Archie 
Dobbs asked. 

“Yeah,” the Falcon said. ‘‘Now we'll be coming 
in on a track of 270 degrees magnetic—and we'll 
assemble at the northwest edge of the DZ. That will 
be the direction of flight. Watch which way the air- 
craft flies off, and walk that way to the far end of 
the drop zone after you landed. We'll stack our 
chutes off in the bushes and have a detail to throw 
’em on the chopper during the exfiltration. SOG 
expects us to return each and every parachute gentle- 
men, so forget about any burying them. Bring the 
damned things to the assembly point, got it?’’ 

*‘Any info on the winds, sir?’? Master Sergeant 
Snow asked. 

‘‘Just a general one,’’ the Falcon answered. 
“‘They’re mostly light and variable this time of 
year. ” 

“‘I hate the word variable,” Malpractice McCorkel 
said. 

*“Okay, left door—Archie Dobbs, Fire Team 
Alpha and the Guard Team. Right door—Mister 
Hosteins, Fire Team Bravo and the Medical Team. 
I’ll unass the left door too, so you bastards get outta 
the aircraft fast or you’ll see me standing on top o’ 
your backpacks, got it?’’ The Falcon paused, ‘‘and I 
don’t want nobody’s deployment bag in my face.” 

‘‘Which procedures are we gonna follow in case. 
somebody gets hung up in his static line and drug?’’ 
Calvin Culpepper asked. 

**He gets hauled back—the hard way,’’ the Falcon 
said. ‘‘So during static line and equipment check, 
watch out for your buddy’s static line, okay? Get 
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your fucking hands on the sonofabitch up by the 
snap fastener and trace it all the way down to the 
retainer bands, got it? And for Chrissake stow the 
extra in the slack retainer! Don’t leave a big loop 
dangling there to get caught on something.”’ 

Snow, in the back of the crowd, checked his watch 
and waved at the Falcon. ‘‘Station time, sir.’’ . 

‘Right, Top,’’ the Falcon said. “Okay, guys, let’s 
move out and board the aircraft in reverse stick 
order... and have a nice one, huh?’ 

“Right on, bossman,’’ Calvin Culpepper said with 
a wide grin. Then he turned to Dinky Down behind 
him. ‘‘Hey, you watch my static line, huh?’’ 

Dinky_ Dow grinned viciously. ‘“What the hell is 
static line?’’ 

Calvin groaned. - 

Archie Dobbs, standing at the rear in reverse stick 
order, looked up at the huge C-130 that was about to 
carry them deep into enemy territory. He grinned. ‘‘I 
wonder what the poor folks are doing today?’’ 


The people of the village of Phu Tong stood in the 
light of the bonfire and dutifully looked on as Major 
Dai Vo, commander of the 327th Infantry Battalion, 
and the unit’s commissar Major Hieu Lo Ren, stood 
with the hamlet’s headman. The latter bowed 
respectfully and spoke in his sing-song high voice. 
“Chao ong, comrades. Welcome to the village of 
Phu. Tong. We are honored to have your brave 
soldiers of socialistic freedom here to Gen in our 
area.”’ 

. “Cam on ong,’’ Hieu said. ‘“‘And we are honored 
to be here among the peasants. We have not failed to 
notice your devotion to your role in our order of 
socialism, as we have also noted the workers’ desire 
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to excel during our time in garrison in Hanoi. And, ] 
must tell you, that the soldiers of the 327th Infantry 
Battalion are eager to train hard and sharpen their 
skills for the coming fight with the imperialist 
Americans and their decadent puppets to the south. 
Only through the victory of the glorious Army of 
‘ North Vietnam, will the peoples of Southeast Asia 
.know the peace and the prosperity of the Communist 
world. We are in the second half of our war of 
liberation. The first part was completed when we 
defeated the French and threw them out. Our 
battalion, I am proud to report, is an important part 
. Of the final phase of our struggle. And I am pleased 
to inform you that the militiamen of your village will 
be allowed to participate with us in our training. And 
now, Major Dai, the dedicated commander of the 
327th has a few words for you.”’ 

Dai took Hieu’s salute. ‘Cam on ong, Comrade 
Commissar.’’ He turned to the villagers and smiled 
at them. ‘‘Due to the fact that our commitment to 
battle is but a short time away, our training will be as 
realistic as possible. Many of the exercises shall be 
done with live ammunition, and each and every 
soldier will always carry a full combat issue during 
the maneuvers. That will include your own brave 
militiamen, so I want to emphasize the need for 
safety at this moment. Watch the children while we 
are in or around the village, and do not allow them 
to go near or play with any of the weapons. Even the 
machine guns and mortars are to be utilized during 
our time here, so we must all be careful to avoid 
tragic accidents. The central government needs each 
and every soldier, peasant and worker. The loss of 
one life or the disability of one person, would 
hamper the state in its program. And we do not wish 
to do that do we?”’ er 


- 
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‘Khong, Comrade Major,”’ the villagers shouted 
in unison. They had been well versed in responding 
to haranguing through the efforts of Garrison 
Three’s Colonel Nguyen, who had the additional 
responsibility of propagandizing the local civilian 
population. 

‘‘And for your further entertainment this evening, 
we have some moving pictures,’? Major Dai 
announced. ‘‘Three to be exact. They are entitled 
Tractor Production in the U.S.S.R., Welding 
Methods of the Gdansk, Poland Shipyards, and, the 
one that is always so popular, Increasing the Barley 
Crop of Bulgaria. While you are enjoying these, 
Commissar Hieu and I will be making a courtesy call 
on Colonel Nguyen at the local garrison. Cam .on 
ong. We shall meet with you again tomorrow.”’ 

An eager young lieutenant, newly arrived in the 
NVA, took over from Major Dai. Starry-eyed with 
enthusiasm, he launched into an emotional tirade as 
he set up the audience to view the films depicting the 
agricultural and industrial glory of socialism. 

Major Dai and Commissar Hieu went the short 

distance between the village of Phu Tong and Garri- 
son Three in Dai’s Soviet UAZ-69A command car. 
Dai himself drove them over—rather inexpertly, he 
had only recently learned to operate a motor 
vehicle—and their arrival was not as friendly as they 
had expected.. 
_ “Please wait here, Comrade Major,’’ the gate 
guard said. He went inside the sentry house and 
cranked on a field telephone. After:a few moments 
of speaking, he returned to the vehicle. ‘‘Comrade — 
Colonel Nguyen will be with you presently. You are 
to wait here.”’ 

*‘Aren’t I allowed to enter the gate?’’ Dai 
demanded. 
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“Only in the direct company of the Comrade 
Colonel,’’ the guard said. He was a young kid who 
walked with a limp. Obviously he was not qualified 
for active front line duty. 

Dai became angry. ‘You open that gate, nguoi 
linh! That’s an order.”’ 

“Toi tiec, Comrade Major, I cannot obey you.”’ 

‘I am in command of the battalion just arrived in 
this area, and I demand that my vehicle be allowed 
- to pass through here,’’ Dai insisted. 

Hieu decided to put his two cents in. ‘‘And I ama 
commissar!’’ he bellowed in rage. ‘‘Do you think me 
not worthy of entrance into your garrison?”’ 

‘Please, Comrade Commissar,’’ the young soldier 
said. He was becoming afraid. He had his colonel on 
one side and these two on the other, their anger 
seeming to grow with every passing second. ‘‘I must 
obey my—”’ 

*‘Du—enough!’’ The voice of Colonel Nguyen in- 
terrupted the guard at the same moment he stepped 
into the headlights of the car. He strode angrily to 

‘the car. ‘‘Get out, Major! I demand an explanation 
of why you bully a soldier who is quite properly 
obeying the orders of his commanding officer.”’ 

Dai fearfully opened the door. He stood at 
attention and saluted. ‘‘Toi tiec, Comrade Colonel. 
But I am a loyal officer of the state and only wish to 
extend a courtesy call to you.”’ 

Hieu got out of the other side of the vehicle. ‘‘Yes, 
cousin Chi. We meant no disrespect.’’ 

Nguyen calmed down at the sight of his kinsman. 
‘*You did not properly. identify yourselves to the 
guard.’’ He turned to the shaking soldier and barked 
terse orders. The sentry limped rapidly to the gate 

‘and opened it wide. 
Dai jumped back into the car and drove through 
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with Nguyen and Hieu following behind on foot. He 
leaned out the window. ‘‘Where shall I park, 
Comrade Colonel?’’ 

“By the little house there,” Nguyen told him 
pointing to Yoon’s quarters. ‘‘That is where we are 
going. ” 

Dai parked the vehicle and got out. He followed 
the other two up to the door of the small residence. 
- Nguyen rapped on the door. ‘“‘Doctor Yoon?’’ 

The portal opened and Yoon peered out at the 
three men. ‘‘Yes, Colonel? Is there something I can 
do for you?’”’ 

‘I would like you to meet two soldiers of © 
socialism, Doctor,’? Nguyen said. ‘You have been 
stuck here in your job since your arrival in North 
Vietnam, and have not had much opportunity to 
meet many of my countrymen who are serving our 
cause with such unselfish devotion.”’ 

‘‘Ah, so pleased,’? Yoon’ said. ‘‘Come in, 
comrades. I will make some tea.”’ 

Nguyen made a quick round of introductions and 
within several minutes all were seated at the table 
while the water boiled in the kettle on the stove. 
Nguyen turned to the visitors. ‘‘You must forgive 
our strict security here, comrades. But we are 
engaged in a most important project.”’ 

**May we know of it?’’ Hieu asked. 

**It will be common knowledge soon and, anyway, 
my organization will move to Hanoi upon the 
increase of American Participation in the war,”’ 
Nguyen said. 

‘“‘What sort of an increase are you speaking of, 
Comrade Colonel?’’ Dai asked. 

‘‘The bombing of Hanoi and other cities in the 
north,’’ Nguyen said. 

Dai’s face flushed with righteous anger. ‘They 
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must not! We will stop them!’’ 

Nguyen shook his head. “No, we want then to. 
We can use leftist pressure in the United States to 
drum up opposition to their entrance and 
participation exactly as we did in France.” — 

*‘But, comrade,” .Dai protested. “My own 
battalion is going south to fight the Americans. We 
must drive them out, so they will not bomb.’’ 

“No! No!’’? Nguyen exclaimed. ‘‘We-must draw 
the Americans in, then let their own people become 
worn down through a struggle none of them really 
care about. That way they will be gone from South- 
east Asia for good. If we simply kill many of them, 
they will always hover above us as a threat.” 

Dai was confused. ‘‘Then why will my soldiers and 
I go down south—except to kill Americans?” 

**The deaths and maimings of individual soldiers 
will add impetus to making the war unpopular with 
the Americans,’’ Nguyen explained. ‘‘And we are in 
no rush—’’ He glanced at Yoon and smiled. ‘‘—my 
North Korean comrade has taught me that.’’ 

**You still have yet to fully explain what you are 
doing here, cousin,’? Hieu said. ‘‘I know it-is a 
prison camp of sorts.’’ 

““Yes—with but five prisoners,’? Nguyen said. 
‘But all are special. And two are Americans.’’ 

‘Nguoi My!’’ Dai exclaimed. ‘‘Are they spies?”’ 

_ The pilot was on a reconnaissance mission when 
he was shot down,’’ Nguyen explained. ‘‘And the 
sergeant was captured in the sou 

‘I am soon to fight Americans, and I have never 
seen one, May I?’’ Dai asked. 

Nguyen looked at Yoon. ‘‘What do you think, 


-  comrade?’’ 


Yoon was thoughtful for several moments. The 
sergeant, fully recovered from his ordeal in the 
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jungle, might be a bit more formidable than the 
major was ready for. The colonel, on the other hand, 
was exhausted and showing the effects of being 
underfed and badly treated. ‘“Yes!’’ he said. ‘‘Let us 
have Colonel Baldwin brought in for a viewing by 
our comrades.’’ 

‘Excellent, Comrade Doctor,’’ Nguyen said. He 
went to the telephone on the kitchen counter and 
cranked it. After speaking for a few moments, he 
returned to the table. ‘‘The pilot will be brought 
directly here. And you will see one of these round- 
eyes for yourselves.’’ 

By the time Yoon had served the tea, there was a 
- knock on the door. Nguyen got up and walked 
across the room. He opened the door, and Baldwin 
was shoved through it by a guard. Nguyen took the 
colonel by the arm and led him over to the table. 
“This, comrades,” he said grinning, ‘is an 
American.”’ 

“*He is tall,’ Dai remarked. 

Baldwin, blank-faced, his eyes not. focusing on 
anything in particular, stood slightly stoop- 
shouldered with his hands listlessly hanging along his 
trousers. 

‘‘What is wrong with him?’’ Hieu asked. ‘‘He 
seems drugged. Have you given him something?’’. _- 

‘*] assure you that he is not,’’ Yoon said. ‘‘What 
‘you are seeing, comrades, is an example of pro- 
grammed reflexes that have been input through a 
careful series of maneuvers designed to place the 
subject into a confused state and keeping him there. 
Each day I insert him deeper, until his entire mental 
process is open to suggestion.” 

‘And this is done without drugs?” Dai asked. 

**It is done by keeping the prisoner awake for long 
hours,’’ Yoon explained. ‘‘And he is allowed only in- 
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terrupted slumber. Never long enough to experience 
large amounts of REM sleep. REM standing for 
Rapid Eye Movement, Comrades.”’ 

“What difference does it make if a man ’s eyes 
move while he is asleep?’”’ Dai asked. 

“‘That is the period of sleeping when dreaming 
occurs,’? Yoon went on. ‘‘And we have found that 
during that time certain frustrations are worked out 
by the imagination in dreaming. These have a great 
psychological boon in removing agitation and anger. 
It aids in keeping one’s sanity. Schizophrenics sleep 
very little, for example.’’ 

Hieu nodded his understundina: **Then in denying 
that restful sleep to the imperialist, you are in effect, 
driving him insane.”’ 

**Exactly,’’ Yoon said. ‘‘But a controlled insanity, 
in which I am eventually the master and he the 
slave.”’ 

*‘Can the prisoner recover from this?’’ Dai asked. 
- “Given enough time and sleep, yes,’’ Yoon 
answered. ‘‘I have already gotten information from 
this man by implanting suggestions into his mind. I 
am able to convince him he is speaking to his father. 
My ultimate plan is to make him believe he is making 
a complete report on his official activities to a high 
ranking member of the American armed forces.”’ 

‘*And after you have milked him of all this intelli- 
gence, comrade?’’ Heiu asked. 

‘‘He will make a public confession of war crimes 
committed by himself through orders of the United 
States government,’’ Yoon said, ‘‘and then we shall 
continue to use him for experiments and 

’ propaganda.’’ 
**How long can you keep this up?”’ Dai asked. 
-“Tsn’t there a chance he may become permanently 
insane?’’ 
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“Of course,’? Yoon said with a grin. ‘‘And, 
working with Colonel Baldwin, we will soon know 
exactly how long it will take.”” He picked up the tea- 
pot. ‘‘More, comrades?’’ 


The interior of the aircraft was bathed in the red 
glow of lights. This color would keep the men’s night 
vision intact so that they would experience. no blind- 
ness upon jumping from the aircraft into even the 
waning darkness of dawn. 

The Falcon stepped down from the cockpit into 
the troop compartment. He had had his last briefing 
with the pilot. Everything was go. He signaled to the. 
men and they began waking up.and tightening their 
helmet straps and undoing the seat belts. 

The aircraft tipped forward slightly for the long, 
gradual ride down to jump altitude. The Falcon 
checked his watch, then walked down the fuselage 
from man to man making sure each was on the alert 
and ready to move into action. 

The parachute they were using, the T-10, was a 
static line operated, bag deployed troop type. That 
meant it was not opened by a rip cord, but by a line 
which contained the parachute in a bag on the end. 
The jumper’s falling body pulled the canopy out for 
deployment. Extremely reliable, .the T-10 was 
designed parabolic, with the skirt being 10.5 feet 
smaller in diameter than the largest part of the 
canopy. This design prevented oscillation, while the 
deployment system offered a softer opening than 
chutes which sprang from a backpack. 

The crew chief, a pudgy Air America man, 
appeared, walking over to the Falcon and leaning 
close to shout in his ear. The army officer nodded his 
head in an affirmative manner and once again 
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checked his watch. Then he went to the side doors 
--and pulled them open, sliding them up to the over- 
head and securing them. The cooler air of the 
tropical night whipped into the aircraft, a welcomed 
relief to the men'who had been shut up in the metal 
tube of the C-130 for so many hours. 

After a full five minutes had passed, the Falcon 
waved again for attention. 

All eyes were on him. It was time for the jump 
commands. 

“Get ready!’’ 

_ Each.man lifted the snap fastener of his static line 
up in front of his face and shoved the leg nearest the 
door out into the aisle. 

‘Stand up!’’ 

They swung out of the webbing of the seats and 
stood up facing the rear of the aircraft, one hand 
grasping the anchor ane the other the all-important 
snap fastener. 

“Hook up!’’ 

_ . The snap fasteners were clamped onto the anchor 
line and safety wires inserted and bent. . 

“Check your equipment!’’ 

Each man checked his own front and the rear of 
the jumper ahead of him. The last man in each stick 
turned so his partner could check him out. 

“Check static lines!’ 

They reached over the man in front of them and 
grabbed his snap fastener, then let their hands slide 
down to the static line stowage loops on the back- 
pack making sure the all important opening devices 
were not misrouted under straps or items of equip- 
ment. : 

The small red lamps by the two doors came on and 
the jumpers instinctively .moved toward the 
openings. 
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“Stand in the door!’ s 

The first man in each stick swung into the open 
door and stood there in the exit position, eyes glued 
on the unlit lamps beside the red ones. 

Two minutes—long, slow minutes—passed before 
the red ones blinked off and the green glows of their’ 
counterparts shown. 

“G ) , 

The men ran through the doors; not slowing, not 
hesitating, against each other’s backpacks. The para- 
chutists in front knew the safety of their buddies in 
the rear depended on their speed in exiting the air- 

craft. 

The Falcon watched the final three men of the left 
stick rush toward and past him. Lieutenant 
Thompson, Hospital Corpsman Littleton, and 
finally Malpractice McCorkel, grinning like a shit 
eating dog, winking at him. The Falcon pivoted and 
ran at the medic’s backpack, but McCorkel was 
already gone into the inky void outside. 

The Falcon went through the door and felt the 
slam of the prop blast against his body while the 
static line playing out of its stowage loops in the 
deployment bag above his head. The T-10’s big 
canopy opened with a swoosh and his motion gently 
braked. 

- The Falcon checked the canopy over his head, 
barely able to make out its darker shape against the 
sky. It was fully deployed—no sweat. 

A quick look around for other jumpers nearby, 
and he reached up on the risers and crossed them, 
putting the left set over the right so he could make 
his favorite parachute landing fall—the left side 
PLF. 

His feet struck the ground and he went with the 
momentum over on his left calf, thigh, side. Then his 
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legs went over his head and he pivoted onto the 
opposite push-up muscle. The canopy sank in the 
dead air of the drop zone and the Falcon got to his 
feet pulling the safety fork and slapping the quick 
release to drop the harness and rucksack from his 
body. . 

Okay, his mind told him, don’t just stand there, 
goddamn it! It’s time to go to war! 


NINE 


Archie Dobbs held the lensatic compass to his eye 
and took a careful azimuth sighting. ‘‘273 on the 
double hilltop there,”’ he reported to the Falcon who 
squatted beside him. The commander had a map, 
oriented with his own compass, spread out on. the 
ground in front of him. 

“Got it,’’ the Falcon said. 

Dobbs swung to another direction and, after a few 
moments of study, sang out, ‘£112 degrees on the 
rolling mountain.”’ 

“Is that on the highest peak there?”’ the Falcon 
asked. 

“Right, Skipper.”’ 

Captain Robert Falconi drew a line following the 
correct compass readings from each terrain feature. 
He laid the pencil at the spot where they intersected 
on the map. ‘‘And here’s our exact location.” 

Dobbs knelt beside him and quickly scanned the 
topographical features printed on the large sheet. 
*“We got ten klicks to go, I’d say.’’ 

*‘Give the sergeant a silver dollar,’’ the Falcon 
said. He turned to the man standing beside them. 
‘The map shows heavy vegetation and some mighty 
steep hills between here and Garrison Three.”’ 

- Bruno Hosteins nodded his agreement.. He, like 
the others, was dressed in camouflaged fatigues 
bearing a tiger-stripe pattern. He also carried an ID 
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card, along with a set of dogtags around his neck, 
which indentified him as Sergeant Van Wooten. If 
captured, his cover story was that he was a Dutch 
immigrant who had gained his American citizenship 
in the U.S. Army right after World War II. His next 
plan of action, in that case, would be to try. to break 
out of captivity as soon as possible before the Reds 
~ found out who he really was. 

“Looks like we’re better going off to the west, % 
the Falcon remarked. 

**Yeah,’’ Dobbs agreed. 

“‘There’s swamp over there,’? Hosteins said. 

**You sure, Dutch?’’ Dobbs asked using his code 
name. ‘‘It don’t show on the map.” 

‘*The ground is soft and muddy, extremely hard to 
go through,”’ Hosteins said. ‘‘The best way is to go 
due north at least three kilometers—I mean, klicks— 
before turning west toward the target area.” 

Falconi looked at Dobbs. ‘‘Got that?’’ 

‘Right, Skipper.’’ He motioned to the ex-Foreign 
- Legionnaire. ‘‘Well, let’s hit the trail, Dutch.’ 

-  **Bien,’’ Hosteins said agreeably. 

The pair, chosen as points and scout, moved off 
quietly into the dense brush while the Falcon signaled 
down the line for the others to follow. The going 
through the clinging jungle was slow, painful and 
dominated by the pressing, steamy heat that pre-— 
vented a man’s sweat from evaporating and cooling 
his body. The more an individual perspired, the 
hotter and wetter he seemed to get. Malpractice 
McCorkel, in his role as medic, clucked around like a 
mother hen as he made sure salt tablets and plenty of 
water was absorbed—the latter after being treated 
with the purification tablets, of course. 

Dutch Hosteins, alert as an angry cobra, eased 
along behind Archie Dobbs as the two carefully and 
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painstakingly broke trail for the rest of the Black 
Eagles. Prior to the actual airborne infiltration, the 
ex-legionnaire had been given only rudimentary 
instruction on the handling of the T-10 parachute 
without the benefit of actually performing a jump. 
The last time he had exited an aircraft in flight had 
been in 1956 at Blida in Algeria where he had been 
posted as a moniteur—instructor/jumpmaster— 
during the final months of his enlistment. 

Hosteins’s reaction to the jump with the _ 
Americans was one of exhilaration. He had forgotten - 
the fierce joy of hurtling one’s self from a flying air- 
plane and feeling the enveloping roar. of the prop 
blast. Though he did have a moment of fright, 
however. He was used to bone-jarring opening 
shocks, and the T-10’s deployment was slow enough 
that he thought for a moment it had malfunctioned. 

Yet Hosteins had to admit to himself that he 
wasn’t really all that crazy about the hail-fellow fare- 
thee-well attitude of the Black Eagles. He was more 
used to the bootclicking Jawohl, Herr Ober- 
sturmfuhrer! of the Waffen-SS, or the snappy salute 
and prompt Tout suite, mon sergent! of the Legion 
Etrangere. WHosteins found comfort in iron 
discipline, where heavy-handed supervision 
prevented stupid mistakes, and the possibility of a 
disobeyed order was next to impossible. This 
rollicking group of gung-ho fighters were a bit too 
independent and informal for Bruno Havens: 

**Dutch!”’ 

Dobbs’ whispering voice broke into his ioushts: 
Hosteins went forward a few paces and joined him. 
6*Ves?”? 

*‘There’s a hill forward of us about twenty meters, 
see?’’ 

Hosteins peered through the leafy vegetation that 
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all but blocked the view. ‘‘Yes. I know it. We set up 
ambushes along the trail there. It runs from 
northeast to southwest.”’ : 

‘*Think we oughta go around it?”’ Dobbs asked. 

*‘No. But when we reach that trail we will have to 
cross it carefully. It is narrow, but rather straight 
giving any person on it a good view of up and down 
the track for a long distance.’’ 

‘‘Right.’? Dobbs said. Then he wordlessly moved 
out again. 

Hosteins watched him for a moment. The 
American was a damned good eclaireur—something 
Hosteins had learned the hard way in this same green 
hell where they were now. Dobbs hadn’t varied as 
much as a millimeter from the various azimuths he 
had shot for himself to follow. 

An hour later, the Black Eagle detachment had 
reached the trail.. They formed a single line in the 
jungle along side it, spread out and silent. After a 
quarter of an hour of careful listening, Captain 
Falconi whistled the signal and the entire group 
crossed at once into the brush on the other side. 
They did it instantaneously and quietly in one co- 
ordinated effort. Much better than the time con- 
suming method of one man at a time, which gave the 
greater chance of discovery. 

Voici tres klug, celles-ci Amis,’’. he thought to 
himself in the Legion mixture of French and 
German. 

They were closer to the objective now, and every 
man automatically increased his alertness, holding 
the Ml6s ready for whatever the next ridgeline or 
clump of tangled jungle might offer. 


Major Dai Vo, commander of the 327th Infantry 
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sattalion, sat at his chair in the large thatched hut 
ocated in the village of Phu Tong. The open sides of 
he building allowed the humid air to circulate 
imong the four company commanders also seated 
here. 

“Our training commences this evening, com- 
‘ades,’’ Dai informed them. ‘‘And I want you and 
your men to become used to much night work. I 
cnow we did plenty of that back in our old garrison 
luring trips to the maneuver grounds, but the jungle 
tere is more like that in which we shall fight-in the 
south. It is dense and calls for a greater amount .of 
skill in moving quietly even during the day. Operat--. 
ing at night presents a special challenge to us. Care- 
lessness and inefficiency must be punished quickly 
and severely if the men are to develop the ability to 
fully adapt to this environment.” _- 

A company commander raised his hand and 
asked, ‘“‘Comrade Major, are we to carry live 
ammunition on these field exercises when they 
commence, or wait a week or so?’’ . 

*“We shall do so immediately, Comrade Captain,”’ 
Dai answered. ‘‘We are very close to real: combat 
now, and the men must become used to carrying the 
extra weight. And that includes not only the rifle- 
men, but machine gunners and mortarmen too.’ 

‘‘What activities will the local militia participate in 
to help us?’ another officer asked. 

‘*They are to act as friendly guerrillas,’’ Dai told 
him. ‘‘They are now well instructed in their roles in 
our training, and will act out the same parts that the 
Viet Cong will play in actual operations. And, of 
course, they will also carry loaded weapons and 
participate in live-firing exercises.’’ 

Another of the small unit commanders raised his 
hand. ‘‘What about combat loads, rations and other 
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equipment during training?” — 

“The troops will carry on as though on actual 
operations. Even the amount of rice and extra 
clothing will be included.”? Dai looked around the 
room. ‘‘Any more questions?" 

There were none. 

‘Then return to your conmnande: comrades. I will 
expect you out in the jungle within a half-hour to 
begin the first three-day exercise—and remember! 
This training is important in every phase it offers. Do 
not allow the men to skimp on the loads in their 
packs. It must be ae as if they were going to bea 
real battle!’’ 


Marvin Dayton finished the fifty push-ups, then 
snapped to his feet and began his deep knee-bends. 
After eighty, he dropped to the floor of his cell once 
again, this time lying on his back with his feet 
hooked under the reinforcing bar of the door. He 
performed one hundred perfect sit-ups before he 
stopped. This was followed by some rapid walking to 
and fro within the small confines of his quarters until 
he’d caught his breath. 

This was his physical fitness routine. With his 
cooperation in the re-educational program the Reds 
were putting him through, he had been allotted a 
more generous food ration. More chow added 
strength to his formerly abused body—this, in turn, 
meant he could expend energy to add to his physical 
conditioning. Therefore, three times daily he went 
through the routine of fifty push-ups, eighty deep 
knee-bends and a hundred. sit-ups followed by a 
warm-down procedure. 

He had worked himself to the point where he 
could perform the schedule even in the hottest part 
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of the day. When he made his escape, he would be 
‘moving through steamy jungle, and he wanted to 
become as adapted as possible to hard physical work 
in the high temperatures and humidity. 

Dayton had gathered several valuable items during 
his period of cooperation too. Besides a comb :and 
toothbrush (although no toothpaste or powder had 
been available), he had acquired a rather basic, but 
useful, sewing kit with thread, needles and safety 
pins; an extra set of sandals (this issued him after he 
told them he suffered from athlete’s foot and had to 
wear a different footgear each day); another prison 
uniform; a NVA pith helmet; some twine (stolen 
from the commandant’s office and wrapped 
carefully around and around inside the helmet); a 
raincoat—which might be fashioned into a floating 
device of sorts; and, lastly, a piece of wire. This was 
acquired after he requested it to hook on his cell’s 
‘“*honey bucket’’ to make it easier and not quite so 
unpleasant to carry it to the latrine for emptying. 

All of these things would be useful for his run for 
freedom. He didn’t know his actual location, but all 
he wanted to do was get past the walls and head 
south. 

Dayton had worked on trying to get privileges that 
would carry him beyond the camp. He was not only 
willing to go through whatever procedure would 
require him to gain that ideal situation, but he had 
made up his mind to display trustworthiness for up 
to two or three months if that was what it took for 
‘them to leave him unsupervised. In the meantime, he 
built up his treasure trove, each item useful in his 

plans. 

Dayton had gotten to the point where he looked 
forward to the primitive conditions he would face 
during his flight. Strangely, he pictured himself with 
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a long wooden shaft, sharpened on one end and 
hardened in a fire, to use as a Spear in hunting or 
defense. He’d heard of primitive men using such 
devices and the thought of having one had become 
an obsession. 

Dayton wanted the spear to be at least an inch 
’ thick—like a barbell handle, six feet long and pretty 
heavy. He didn’t want to throw it, but to jab and 
stab with it like a bayoneted rifle. 

Dayton’s next priority called for a club. A good 
-hefty branch about an inch-and-a-half thick on one 
end and four inches around on the other. Two-and- 
a-half feet long would be about right. He had to 
figure out some way to strap it or carry it on his 
-.body to leave both hands free for the spear. 

But, in his most logical moments, Marvin Dayton 
knew his best bet would be to run across a fully 
equipped NVA soldier, village militiaman or a Viet 
Cong. Jam that fucking spear under the ribs and 
drive it upward into the vital organs and let the 
sonofabitch die twitching and sobbing. Then take his 
rations, ammo and AK47 and be the meanest bastard 
in the woods. 

Dayton smiled to himself. His pmerale was getting 
Detter everyday. - 


Master Sergeant John Snow eased through the 
bamboo grove and joined the trio who waited for. 
him. Captain Robert Falconi, Sergeant Archie 
Dobbs and Dutch Hosteins looked up from their C 
rations meals with silent greetings. 

‘*Ever’body’s in position, Cap’n,’’ Snow said. He 
checked his watch. ‘‘It’s 2000, we’re a good two 
hours ahead o’ schedule.”’ 

‘The guys did a great job,”’ the Falcon said. 
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*‘Right, sir,’? Snow agreed. ‘‘Anything else?’’ 

**Can’t think of anything,’’ the Falcon answered. 

“Okay, then,’”’ Snow said. “‘I’ll get back to my 
fire team. Good luck, everybody.”’ 

**Good luck, Top,” the Falcon called to the disap- 
pearing back.of his team sergeant. 

Even Hosteins was now impressed with the group’s 
performance. With -no bullying, curses or kicks in the 
asses, the Black Eagles had moved quietly but 
rapidly through strange jungle terrain. Now, with 
time to spare, they were in their attack positions 
ready to launch a coordinated effort at the proper 
moment. 

The Black Eagles, tensed and ready, would hit the 
objective in a bit more than eight hours at four thirty 
the next morning. Each group knew the job they 
must do. The hours spent at the sandtable, running 
over and over the attack had drilled the tiniest details 
of the mission into their brains. That had been 
followed by a detailed briefback, in which each man 
recited not only his own role in the operation, but 
those of his companions as well. If a man were lost, 
then another would be required to take his place. 

Fire Team Alpha, under Lieutenant Ritchie 
Wakely, would go over the north and east walls. 
Their special killer team of Jack Galchaser and 
Calvin Culpepper. would do in the sentries at the 
front gate, then join the others to hit the guard 
barracks. Meanwhile the Guard Team, with. - 
Lieutenant Dinky Dow in command, would take care 
of the one watch tower in the northeast corner that 
was occupied. 

The west and south walls were the responsibilities 
of Master Sergeant Snow’s Fire Team Bravo. Once 
inside the compound they would take care of the 
camp’s administrative buildings. The cells would be 
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the responsibility of the Medical Team under the 
navy SEAL officer Lieutenant Thompson. , 

The Falcon, Dobbs and the ex-Legionnaire 
Hosteins would get the North Korean out of his 
thatched cottage and hustle him to the post-attack 
assembly and jump-off point beyond the south wall. 
Then it was move back through the jungle to the 
landing zone and call in the chopper for the ex- 
filtration. 

“This time tomorrow we should be at our new 
base camp,”’ Robert Falconi remarked. 

“*Yeah,’’ Dobbs said. “How long do you think 
it'll take the Reds to mount a search-and-kill 
operation against us?’’ . 

Falconi shrugged. ‘‘Oh...I’d guess about 
anywhere from twelve to twenty-four hours. By the 
time the first elements of the NVA show up at the 
prison to figure out what’s going on, we'll be jump- 
ing on those choppers.” 

‘‘What about that militia in the village?” 

“Just local stuff,” the Falcon said. ‘‘Might be 
useful for looking for downed pilots and that sort of 
thing, but when it comes to real serious fighting they 
won’t count for much. Just be glad there’s not a 
regular NVA outfit in the area.’’ 

Hosteins finished his meal and tossed the can into 
the small sump they had dug. The Falcon wanted 
them to leave the area as sterile as possible, even 
though the Commies would know for sure it had 
been pulled off by Americans. The size of the inevit- 
able bootprints left would be a dead give-away. 

Dobbs looked at the former legionnaire. ‘“What 
do you think of our rations?”’ 

Hosteins nodded in an agreeable manner. ‘‘Not 
bad. My old outfit in Russia would have given their © 
right arms for food this good.”’ 
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**Good?’? Archie Dobbs asked astounded. 
“Dutch, this shit is terrible!’’ 

‘It wouldn’t have been on the Russian Front,’’ 
Hosteins said. ‘‘Sometimes we went up to three days 
without eating: And in freezing weather where a man 
burned .calories just sitting around.”’ 

‘*Yeah, well, in a case like that maybe Cs are 
okay,’’ Dobbs relented. x 

“‘They’re experimenting with freeze-dried stuff, % 
Falconi said. ‘‘Supposed to be better. We Americans 
are spoiled when it comes to food.” : 

‘“We used to get in one day in the Legion what you 
people eat in a single meal,’’ Hosteins said. ‘‘But, we 
did have powdered wine.’’ 

**What?’’ 

“C'est “wahr, ”? Hosteins said. ‘‘One packet per 
canteen cup.’ 

‘Could you get a buzz on?’’ Dobbs asked eagerly. 

“If you used enough and mixed it right, but-even 
then it took a lot of imagination,’’ Hosteins said. 
‘*But no one would waste the time. Besides fighting, 
the one thing the Legion Etrangere is noted for is 
drunkeness. Most of our old sweats preferred real 
liquor.”’ 

‘In the American army it’s beer,’’ the Falcon said. 
‘Did either one of you guys ever read the book 
From Here to Eternity by James Jones? It was about 
the old pre-World War II regulars, and in it he said 
that beer was the wine of the army.” 

‘*The guy was absolutely right. And that’s what’s 
keeping me going,’’ Archie Dobbs said. ‘‘The 
beautiful thought of that cold beer I’ll be drinking 
tomorrow night when this shit’s over with.’’ 

‘‘Speaking of the operation,’’ the Falcon said 
looking at Hosteins. ‘‘Your job is done until we 
leave the area tomorrow. You can wait right here for 
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the post-attack assembly.’’ 

‘I will go mon capitaine,’’ Hosteins said. 
’*T wouldn’t if I was you,’’ Dobbs said. 

Hosteins turned and looked at the man who had 
been his companion during the day’s trek. ‘‘I dis- 
agree with you, Dobbs. I believe you would go.”’ 

The Falcon laughed. ‘‘You’re right. He wouldn’t 
even consider staying behind.”’ 

**Maybe not!’’ Dobbs allowed. ‘“‘But only because 
I wouldn’t want to be the only sane sonofabitch 
around here.’’ 
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TEN 


Beginning at 0415 hours, twenty sets of eyes 
ratched the luminous dials on their watches. Ten 
iinutes later, the Prick-Six radios were switched on 
nd the various team leaders put them up to their 
ars to listen to the hissing sound of dead air over 
heir commo system. 

Finally, at exactly 0430 hours, the hissing stopped 
nd Falconi’s voice spoke clearly, ‘‘Kick ass!’’ 

Lieutenant Wakely motioned his men forward. 
Iorny Galchaser and Calvin Culpepper, located in a 
orward position, preceded. them. The two edged to 
he front guard shack and watched a short sentry, 
leepy and bored, limp back and forth across the 
sngth of the gate. When he turned to move the other 
yay, Culpepper, with Horny backing him up, moved 
ato action. He got behind the man and slipped his 
and quickly around his mouth. At that exact 
astant, the four inch blade of his commando stiletto 
liced into the kid’s back. 

The guard struggled, but a quick slash across the 
hroat stilled him for good. Horny gave Culpepper a 
ompliment on his work by patting his shoulder. 
‘hen he turned and motioned the others on. 

While the rest of the team moved on to their ob- 
ective, the Falcon, Dobbs and Hosteins rushed 
illently to the small bungalow between the barbed 
fire and the wall. They stopped at the door, found it 
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unlocked and went inside. Dobbs went up to the 
sleeping figure on the bed and put the muzzle of his 
M16 into his face. 

Falcon shook the man awake. ‘‘Let’s go.”’ 

Doctor Yoon Hwan blinked his eyes a couple of 
times, then opened them. They widened at the sight 
of the American and his weapon. 

“I told you to shake your ass,’’ Falcon said. 

Yoon stiffened in panic and fear. ‘‘No 
Englis’ . . . no Englis’ ’’ he sputtered frantically. 

. ‘Lyin’ motherfucker, Yoon,’’ Dobbs said. ‘‘Get 
your fucking ass off that bunk, you slope bastard!’’ 

‘Falcon grabbed the North Korean by the shoulder 
and pulled hit to his feet. ‘‘Get dressed quick.’’ 

“The man said quick, motherfucker,” Dobbs 

said. 

' Hosteins, as per previous "planning, rustled 
through the clothing hung and stacked around a 
corner-coatrack. He found a khaki uniform of sorts 
and canvas jungle shoes. He brought them over. 
‘‘Habilliez schnell! Get dressed, motherfucker!’’ he 
snapped. 

Dobbs grinned. ‘‘Now you’re learnin’ to speak 
real English, Dutch.’’ 

Yoon understood what was required of him. He 
- quickly put on the clothing and, with Dobbs and 
Hosteins each taking an arm, was rushed outside and 
into the compound. 

Snow’s Bravo Team had already dropped from the 
west and south walls and hit the administration 
- buildings. The offices were unguarded and unoccu- 
pied except for the quarters of Colonel Nguyen Chi 
Roi. He had sensed something was wrong and had 
already dressed and was on his way across the room 
when Sergeant Marcel Boudreau charged through the 
door. Nguyen’s East German Makarov 9-millimeter 
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pistol flew from its holster in its owner’s hand and . 
barked twice. The Cajun staggered forward and 
collapsed, his blood rapidly forming a pool around 
him. Snow, who had been right behind Boudreau 
jumped back outside through the door. He pulled a 
concussion grenade from his shoulder harness, 
yanked the pin and counted, ‘‘One-and-two-and- 
three-and-four . 

The handle sprang off as it hit the floor inside. 
Nguyen dived for his bunk and tried to pull off the 
mattress to protect himself, but the compact interior 
of the concrete buildings increased the effect of the 
explosive. He spun and staggered with blood coming 
from his nose and ears before sinking to his knees in 
a stunned stupor. Snow and Lightfingers O’Quinn 
rushed in and grabbed him, hustling the North Viet- 
namese officer outside and toward the gate in the 
south wall. The two remaining members of the team, 
Sergeants Carter and Ormond, grabbed Boudreau’s 
corpse and followed, struggling across the compound 
yard with their burden. 

Fire Team Alpha, with Lieutenant Ritchie Wakely 
leading, had already reached the guard barracks and 
tossed in their own grenades. Preferring the fragmen- 
tation type for their particular task, the ensuing ex- 
plosions tore hell out of the interior of the billets 
leaving pieces of bunks, side tables and North Viet- 
namese guards splattered all over the place. Feathers, 
floating through the air from the rent mattresses, 
stuck to the blood on the walls and floor. Galchaser 
and Culpepper, with Rivera and Hodges in tow, 
rushed inside and sprayed 5.56 millimeter bullets into 
both the dead and groaning with equal abandon. 

The guard in the tower proved more obstinate to 
Lieutenant Dinky Dow and his two men. The kid 
didn’t hit anybody, but he was shooting fast enough 
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and wild enough to keep them pinned down around 
the far side of the barracks. Sergeant First Class Jan 
_ Miskoski solved the problem by lobbing a grenade 
over the barracks roof in a high arc. The guard saw 
the object coming and, instead of staying cool and 
risking only a broken leg with a rush down the 
ladder, he panicked and ran stupidly around in a 
small circle while the grenade continued on its way to 
explode in the floor of the tower. 

The sentry’s torn corpse catapulted out of the tall 
structure, turning lazy cartwheels until crashing to 
the compound dirt below. — 

When the first grenade exploded, Staff Sergeant 
Marvin Dayton’s reflexes had him on his feet before 
he was even awake. He rushed to his cell door and 
looked out. Shadowy figures of men—big men— 
rushed around in organized confusion, shooting and 
bringing things under their control. He stepped back 
when a trio broke off from the others and rushed the 
cells. 
_ The pounding of leather soles on the hardbaked 

earth neared and finally a face, obviously that of a 
white man despite the dark green and black camou- 
flage paint streaked on it, peered into his cell. ‘‘Hey, 
babe, what’s happening?”’ 

“Shit! You tell me!’’ Dayton exclaimed. 

There was a rattle of keys and locks in the next 
cell, then finally Dayton’s own door swung open. 
The armed man rushed in and grabbed his arm. 
“Let’s go, goddamnit! We come here expressly for 
you guys.” 

Dayton’s mind whirled. ‘‘Wait! Wait! I gotta get 
my stuff, man.’’ 

‘‘What stuff??? Malpractice McCorkel asked. 

“‘My sewing kit, and the sandals and my tooth- 
brush and—”’ 
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**You crazy, man? You can get all that shit at the 
PX tomorrow. C’mon, shag ass!’’ 

Next door, Lieutenant Thompson ushered Colonel — 
Baldwin outside. The prisoner stood quietly, allow- 
ing himself to be led around without resistance. 
Thompson turned to Hospital Corpsman Littleton. 
“This guy may be drugged. Start him off for the 
back gate.” 

The navy doctor rushed over to Dayton: and 
McCorkel. ‘‘How you doing?” he asked. 

McCorkel was angry. ‘“‘He don’t wanna leave his 
stuff behind, sir. Hell, it’s all junk!”’ 

“No, it ain’t!’? Dayton yelled angrily. ‘J been 
saving that shit up for. the past nine months, 
goddamnit!’’ 

“Take him away, quickly!’’ Thompson ordered. 
“Don’t argue with him, grab his arm and follow 
‘Littleton and that other guy.’’ 

"Yes, sir. C’ ‘mon, guy, stop fuckin’ around!” He 
pulled Dayton in the direction they were to go. ‘‘We 
got boots and tigers just your size waitin’ for you.” 

Falcon appeared with Hosteins and Dobbs lead- 
ing Yoon. The two were sent off after McCorkel 
while the: Falcon stayed to check out the other 
prisoners with Thompson. The prognosis, after 
visiting the cells, was not good. 

‘‘We won’t be taking these three anywhere,’’ 
Thompson said. ‘‘And I’m not real sure about that 
big American—I presume he’s the air force 
lieutenant colonel.’’ 

‘‘What’s the matter with him?’’ 

“He’s just out of it, sir,’? Thompson said. 
‘“What’re you ‘going to do with the remaining 
three?”’ 

“Join the others, Lieutenant,’ Falconi said. 
‘‘There’s nothing a doctor can do here. I’ll handle 
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the prisoners.”’ 

Thompson, still a dedicated MD despite being a 
SEAL, hesitated, then shrugged. He knew what had 
to be done. ‘‘Right. See you at the rendezvous.” 

The Falcon went into the nearest cell. He recog- 
nized the occupant as Lam Phu the kidnapped 
- ARVN general. The man, dazed and incoherent, sat 
on his bunk. The American pulled the packet from 
his pocket and took out a white capsule. He pushed 
it into the man’s mouth then applied some upward 
pressure on the jaw. The prisoner stiffened, then 
flopped over on the bunk and bounced to the floor. 

The second man, Chin Lau the agent, was uncon- 
scious, but the results were the same. The last was 
standing and talking, but had clearly lost his mind. 
The Falcon handed him the capsule and the unfor- 
tunate individual swallowed it without asking 
questions. 

The final prisoner to be dealt with was Trinh Duc, 
the NVA officer who had attempted to defect. The 
Falcon regretted it, but there would be no oppor- 
tunity for the man to provide any helpful intelli- 
gence. He was a virtual vegetable. The American fed 
him one of the capsules. 

Robert Falconi rushed back outside and saw the 
last Black Eagles disappear through the back gate. 
He rushed after them, leaving the smoking wreckage 
with the scattered corpses for the Non Vietnamese 
to clean up. 


The young soldiers looked tired but satisfied 
during the initial phase of the critique of their 
conduct during the field training exercise. It had 
been a rough ‘night for the 327th Infantry Battalion, 
but listening to their commander’s praise made it all 
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worth while. Now it was time for the second half of 
the after-action talk. Like all the countless others 
before it, was handled by the battalion commissar 
Major Hieu. 

“Your spirit and determination reflect the best - 
qualities of socialism and the people’s revolution,”’. 
Hieu said. ‘‘When you are at last in real battle with 
the enemies—”’ 

The explosions broke the dawn silence. 

Hieu looked around puzzled. He gestured to Dai 
and asked, ‘‘Is there another exercise besides this 
one?”’ 

“Yes,” Dai answered. “But it involves night 
-patrolling without simulated combat.’’ 

Now the sound of automatic weapons could be 
easily heard. 

‘Is that not near Garrison Three?” Hieu 
wondered aloud. 

‘‘T will raise the command post at Phu Tong.’’ Dai 
signaled to his commo man. The soldier, with the re- 
ceiver/transmitter strapped to his back, trotted over 
and obediently squatted down beside his 
commanding officer as the latter switched on the 
Soviet R-108 tactical radio. ‘“Tong-hanh-dinh, this is 
Menhlenh—over.”’ 

Commissar Hieu and the rest of the troops listened 
to the one sided conversation. 

‘‘What is the firing in your vicinity, over. You 
don’t know? Then send some men to investigate. 
And transmit the information to me immediately— 
out.”’ 

‘‘They know nothing, Comrade Major?’’ Hieu 
asked. 

‘No, it has just started. The officer-in-charge of 
the command post is check out the situation, 
‘Comrade Commissar,’’ Dai said. ‘‘Please continue 
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your talk. It is probably only the man on the patrol 
exercise becoming too exuberant.”’ 

“Of course, Comrade Major.’’ Hieu turned back 
to the troops. ‘‘Even though tonight’s work was only 
simulation, your attitudes and participation reflect a 
strong devotion to our cause and our leader Ho Chi 
Minh. If he could have seen you, he would have been 
proud and would have praised you.’’ Hieu paused. 
‘*But we have two individualists who did not show 
the proper loyalty or attitude. Both Comrade Major 
Dai and I have chastised them severely, and they 
wish to make a public confession to you, their fellow 
soldiers.’? Hieu waved to the back and barked, 
“Phan dong!” | 

A sergeant used his AK47 assault rifle to push two 
miserable looking youngsters forward to stand in 
front of the crowd. Both had their arms and hands 
bound behind them, their heads hanging in shame. 

Hieu kicked the first one forward. “Confess!”” he 
commanded. 

The boy, his voice quavering, spoke haltingly. ‘‘I 
sat down at my observation post and smoked a 
cigarette when I was supposed to be on the alert.”’ 

Hieu struck him hard on the back of the head. 
‘*And what more do you say?’’ 

**I beg my comrades to forgive me and I will try to 
be a better soldier for socialism in the future . 

‘*And anything else?’’ Hieu inquired with a kick to 
the shin. 

The young soldier grimaced in pain. ‘‘And ... 
and I deserve whatever punishment Comrade Major 
Dai gives me.”’ 

Hieu pulled the boy back and shoved the other 
soldier to the front. But before the malfeasant could 
speak, the voice of Major Dai sounded by the radio. 

“*Tong-hanh-dinh, this is Menhlenh, over—’’ As 
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Dai listened to the transmission, his facial expression 
went from politely quizzical to surprise, then to 
anger. ‘‘You are sure? Over. Wait for my 
return—out.’’? He turned to the troops. ‘‘Garrison 
Three has been attacked by imperialist bandits! This 
is not a training exercise, comrade soldiers. It is the 
real thing! We must hunt down the jackals and 
destroy them!’’ 

Hieu, as confused as the soldiers, watched in per- 
plexity as the unit was formed up and double-timed 
out of the area toward the scene of the fighting: 


The Black Eagles waited as the Falcon joined | 
them. Marvin Dayton, dressing in the tiger uni- 
form—including patrol harness—that Lightfingers 
O’Quinn had provided for him, was still complaining 
about leaving his things behind in his prison cell. 

Snow noticed his commander had brought no one 
else with him out of the garrison. ‘‘No other 
prisoners, sir?”’ 

‘‘They didn’t make it,’’ Falconi said. He noted the 
poncho covered body on one of the stretchers that 
had been brought along for the liberated prisoners. 
‘‘Who is it?’? he asked. 

‘*Bourdeau, sir,’? Snow answered. ‘‘He bought the 
farm in the commandant’s quarters.’’ 

Falconi saw that the North Vietnamese colonel, 
though still bloody, had recovered sufficiently to 
walk. He glanced at Doctor Yoon. The old man, 
breathing hard, looked distressed and very, very 
ancient in the Oriental sense. 

The Falcon also noticed the prisoner named 
Baldwin had been dressed in his tigers and good 
boots. Hospital Corpsman. Littleton was tying the 
man’s laces for him. The pilot had a vacant 
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expression on his face, staring over the heads of the 
others without comment or even a sign he knew they 
were there. Falconi walked over to Lieutenant 
Thompson. ‘‘What shape is Baldwin in?’’ 

*‘Not too bad physically, sir,” Thompson said. 
“But at this point he seems to be just abouts one step 
above a vegetable.” 

**Can he go with us?” 

**I’d say so, sir,’”? Thompson said. “Unless we 
have to run.”’ 

The Falcon indicated the thick vegetation. ‘“We 
can’t run through this shit anyhow.”’ He looked 
around for Dobbs and spotted him and Dutch 
Hosteins away from the others studying the map to 
plan the return. He joined them. Although it would 
have been easier and simpler to go back the exact 
way they had come, Falconi practiced one maxim 
faithfully: mever walk the same trail twice in 
Vietnam. ‘‘Ready to go, guys?”’ 

Dobbs looked up and grinned. ‘‘With that cold 
beer waitin’ for us back at the base camp—damn 
straight, Skipper, let’s haul ass.’’ 

Snow took the hint and ordered the men into 
column formation. Dinky Dow and his men now 
formed up with the medical team. Colonel Nguyen 
and Doctor Yoon were placed in the middle with 
Miskoski and Limo guarding them. Before the top 
sergeant could order them to move out, Marvin 
Dayton walked up to Colonel Nguyen and struck 
him so hard the man staggered back into Miskoski. 
The Polish-American from Chicago shoved the 
North Vietnamese officer forward where he received 
another punch from the ex-prisoner. 

‘‘That’s for making me a kiss-ass, you ‘sonofa- 
bitch!’’ Dayton snarled. He spun on his heel. and 
faced Yoon. ‘‘And if you weren’t such a wrinkled 
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old bastard, I’d do the same to you!”’ 
‘*Hey, Sergeant Dayton,’’ Snow called to him. He 
slipped the dead Boudreau’s M16 off his shoulder 
and held it out. ‘‘Take this and keep your eye on - 
those two bastards. I figure you’ve got more reason 
than any of us not to want them to get away.” 


‘Damn straight, Top,’’ Dayton said taking the ~ 


rifle. He hefted it and grinned. ‘‘This is better’n a 
big wooden stick anytime.’’ 

‘“What the hell do you. mean by that?” Snow 
asked. 

“Nothin’, Top. Not a goddamned thing.” Then 
Dayton laughed at his own private joke. 

‘Pass the word up to the front,’’ Snow said. 
‘‘Let’s do like the ol’ shepherd and get the flock 
outta here.’’ 


‘Major Dai stood in the center of the prison 
compound and followed the obvious trail to the 
south gate where the raiders had exited with their 
prisoners. 

‘‘Can we catch them, Comrade Major?” Hieu 
asked angrily. 
Dai pulled his map from his shirt. ‘‘We cannot 
engage them right away, but look.’’ He pointed to 
the open spot on the map. ‘‘This is the only place in 
this area that can be used for parachute landings or 
helicopters. They had to come in that way and...” 
Hieu grinned delighted. ‘‘And they have to go out 
that way, true, Comrade Major?’’ Then his 
expression faded into a frown. ‘‘But we must still 

catch up with them!”’ 

*“Of course, but in the meantime, the people’s air 
force will be on aerial patrol making sure that no air- . 
craft of any sort can get in to pull them out.’’ He 
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laughed loudly. ‘‘It is a long walk to South Vietnam 
from here, Comrade Commissar. The capitalist 
swine don’t realize it right now but they have the 
327th Infantry Battalion on their imperialist asses 
every step of the way.”’ 
Hieu grinned again. ‘‘We shall be like the slither- 
ing dragon and gobble them up little by little.” 
**Yes, comrade,” Dai said. ‘‘Now let us begin this 
operation. Killing them will be good for our soldiers’ 
. morale. It will make them feel invincible for the job. 
ahead.”’ 
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ELEVEN 


- The Air American H-34 helicopter, its auto-pilot 
ocked onto the homing beam, stayed on course, 
vibrating with every revolution of the main rotor. 

The pilot glanced out the window and saw the 
)ther chopper slightly back and lower. He turned 
ind looked at his co-pilot. ‘‘He’s still with us,’’ he 
;aid through the intercom. 

The co-pilot spoke back. ‘‘Somebody better shape 
ip the maintenance program, that’s all I gotta say.”’ 

‘*Yeah,”’ the pilot agreed. ‘‘It’s kinda hairy flut- 
ering out here so far back in unfriendly territory 
with a bird that might give out on you.”’ 

*‘Imagine how Roger must feel flying over North 
Vietnam with oil pressure problems,” the co-pilot 
‘emarked. ‘‘You ever notice that stuff like that 
loesn’t pop up until you’re past the point of no | 
‘eturn?’’ 

‘Kind of like Murphy’s Law, huh?’’ the pilot 
said. 

The young crew chief down in the troop 
-ompartment chimed in. ‘‘Yeah, guys, but it adds to 
he excitement, don’t it?’’ 

**Jesus, you silly shit,’’ the co-pilot said. 

‘*Hell,’’ the kid shot back. ‘‘That’s what. we’re 
loing in Air America, right? I mean it’s on account 
»” we’re looking for real adventure, ain’t we?’’ 

‘‘Not me, kid,’”’ the co-pilot said. ‘‘I’m dodging 
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two ex-old ladies who got lawyers screaming for 
alimony.” 

The pilot laughed. ‘‘If you like excitement so 
much, why don’t you join up with the guys we’re 
gonna pick up, huh? Instead o’ flying over enemy 
_ country, you can jump right down into it and punch 
it out with the gooks eyeball-to-eyeball.’’ 

‘‘Maybe I will,’’ the kid said. ‘‘I’m thinking about 
taking karate lessons, y’know.”’ 

‘*They can stuff that shit,’’ the co-pilot said. ‘‘The 
reason I got into flying was to avoid the physical 
crap. I don’t wanna do nothing that’s gonna make 
me sweat or breath hard—except fucking, that is.” 

The kid laughed. ‘‘Wow! And we been getting 
enough o’ that!” 

**Shit, kid,’’ the pilot said. “There ain’t no such 
thing as getting enough. You can get plenty 
maybe—but never enough.”’ 

‘Right on, coach,’”’ the co-pilot said. ‘‘Take 
another look for Roger, will you? He might’ve gone 
down in the past few minutes.” . 

“Right,” the pilot said. He looked out and saw 
their companion helicopter. He watched him for a 
couple of seconds, then the other aircraft exploded 
in a roar of orange-black brilliance. 

“Shit!” 

The concussion from the blast hit their chopper 
and overrode the auto-pilot. The pilot grabbed the 
- cyclic control and pushed it all the way to the right, 
then kicked a hard right rudder. 

The H-34, pushed by the pressure of the 
unexpected detonation, swung crazily through the 
maneuver before finally settling down into more con- 
trollable flight. The pilot swung back in time to catch 
sight of the last remnants of the other chopper 
hitting the tree tops and disappear into the green 
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underneath. 

‘‘What the fuck happened?”’ the co-pilot asked. 

“Roger blew up, man! He just went pow!’’ the 
pilot said. 

‘*What could’ve caused that?” the co-pilot asked, 
the trembling in his voice still apparent. ‘I’m telling 
you, this goddamned maintenance has got to be 
squared away or I ain’t flying no more.’’ 

“Right. It’s bullshit, man. A fucking aircraft ex- 
ploding like that!’’ 

“Hey, guys!’’ the kid’s voice, full of excitement, 
came over the intercom. ‘‘Aircraft at three o’clock, 
maybe five hunnerd feet above us. Heading this 
way. ” 

Both pilots took a look. The co-pilot gritted his 
teeth. ‘‘Damn! A MiG! What the fuck’s he doing 
out here?’’ 

“‘T’m not sticking around long enough to ask,”’ the 
pilot said. ‘‘We’re going back to home base.” 

‘What about the guys we’re supposed to pick 
up?’’ the kid demanded. 

‘*You silly ass punk! We just lost one chopper and 
that means we’d have to overload ourselves. I don’t 
look forward to—’’ 

The helicopter rattled and aned as the MiG-17 
shot over them. The kid’s voice, high and excited, 
broke in. ‘‘He’s shooting at us! He’s shooting at us! 
There’s holes in the fuselage.’’ 

‘*He’s coming back!’’ the co-pilot said. Then his 
eyes widened with a sudden realization. ‘‘The 
sonofabitch must’ve hit Roger with one of his 
rockets!”’ 

The pilot pushed down on the collective and 
twisted the throttle for more rpm. At the same time 
he shoved the cyclic forward and went into as steep a 
dive as he could. 
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“He missed! He missed!’ the kid crowed in 
triumph. : 

**The pastara ain’t using his heat ceekine rockets 
on us yet,’’ the co-pilot said. ‘‘He’s just playing 
around and enjoying himself with his machine 


‘Bandit at .five o’clock,’’ the kid said. ‘‘I saw that 
‘in a movie once. They called the enemy planes 
bandits.” 

‘Shut the fuck up you stupid little bastard!’’ the 
’ pilot screamed as he tried to go into some evasive 
maneuvers. Once again the North Vietnamese pilot 
trusted to his machine guns and the chopper 
shuddered and sloughed off to one side, skidding 
wildly through the air. ‘“What’s the damage down 


~ there?’’ 


When the kid didn’t answer, the co-pilot undid his 
seatbelt to allow him room to move. He leaned down 
into the compartment for a look. Blood was being 
whipped around the inside of the chopper by the 
rotor blast coming in the wide side door. He pulled 
himself back up, his pale face speckled with red. 
‘The kid’s fucking head’s blown off, man.’’ 

‘The next fusillade from the MiG’s KPV machine 
guns exploded into the cockpit, the glass caving in 
under the punching of the 14.5 millimeter rounds 
_ that slapped the flight crew into bloody slabs of 
meat. The H34, the main rotors spinning lazily now 
that the clutch had been shot away, rapidly 
descended to the jungle below, crashing through the 
top branches of the trees before exploding into a 
fiery ball of erupting flame. 


‘*What the hell brought that sonofabitch into the 
area?’’ Master Sergeant Snow- demanded watching 
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1e MiG-17 fly off. 

‘‘What ever it was, has sure put a crimp into our 
peration,”’ the Falcon said. 

‘I’m pretty sure he hit another chopper back 
arther,’’ Archie Dobbs said. He had been up a tree, 
omfortably settled into the fork of two large limbs 
rith a pair of binoculars. Now, after a rapid descent 
> the ground, he stood with his commander and 
»am sergeant. 

‘*What’s the chances of calling in a couple more, 
kipper?”’ he asked. 

Falcon smiled sardonically and held up the Prick- 
ix Radio. ‘‘With these fucking things?’’s 

“‘Then we wait ’til they notice their aircraft ain’t 
oming back?’’ 

**Not a good idea, Archie,’’ Falconi said. ‘‘By that 
ime this place will have a battalion of troops crawl- 
1g around here looking for us. That’d be our death | 
nell.” 

‘*Then what, sir? We walk all the way through the 
orth to friendly lines farther south?’’ Dobbs asked. 

Dutch Hosteins interjected, ‘‘I did it once.’’ 
*‘And you’ll do it again, I’m afraid,’’ the Falcon 
aid. 

**How far do these maps of ours extend?’’ Dobbs 
sked. 

“Fifteen more klicks and we’re off ’em,’’ the 
falcon said. ‘‘From that point on we’ll go blindly 
outh the same way porcupines make love—very 
arefully.”” He looked over at the poncho covered 
ody of Sergeant Marcel Boudreau. ‘‘But first 1 want 
ou to get a sharp fix on this place, Archie. Make 
ure those grid coordinates are within a gnat’s ass of _ 
his exact spot.’’ 

Dobbs followed his gaze. “Okay, Skipper. We’re 
onna bury Boudreau here, right?’’ 
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**Yeah. We can’t lug him the distance we have to 
go. And he wouldn’t last long in this climate 
anyhow. And we might as well put the extra 
stretchers in with him. No point in lugging them 
along if they’re not needed.”’ 

‘*We’ll come back for Boudreau as soon as this 
fucking war’s won, okay, Falcon?” 

“‘Okay, Archie.’? The commander walked away to 
roust the team sergeant and make arrangements for a 
hasty funeral-as well as a long, dangerous stroll. 


Dai smiled with satisfaction as he set down the 
microphone of the. radio set. He turned to the other 
man in the Phu Tong village command post. ‘‘Both 
Yankee helicopters have been destroyed, comrades! 
_ That means the imperialist swine are now at our 
mercy.”’ 

Hieu, the commissar, rubbed his hands together. 
“And it won’t be long until we can rescue my 
- cousin—if he’s alive.” 

‘I’m sure he is a prisoner,’’ Dai said. ‘‘That large 
pool of blood we found on the floor in his quarters 
could not possibly be his. If it were, he would have 
died, and the imperialist dogs would not have taken 
-his body with them. No, Comrade Commissar, I feel 
that your brave cousin killed one of them. If they are 

carrying a body around, it is one of their own.”’ 
_ **And how many companies are out looking for 
them now, Comrade Major?” 

‘*Three,’? Dai answered. ‘‘I am holding one in 
reserve here in the village. I have requested 
helicopters and have: been told that there will be 
Soviet MI-4’s made available to us.” 

“‘Xuat chung!’’ Hieu exclaimed. ‘‘Then we shall 
have an airborne strike force to give us speed and 
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mobility.’’ 

‘The most important thing for my troops is to see 
dead Americans,’’ Dai mused thoughtfully. “After 
viewing Our murdered comrades in Garrison Three, 
they must have more than a pool of American blood 
to gaze upon.”’ He looked at his companion. ‘‘And I 
must congratulate you, Comrade Commissar. The 
idea of parading our men past the evidence of the 
Yankee’s death was dramatic and excellent for the 
soldiers’ morale.’”’ 

**You are too kind, Comrade Major,’’ Hieu said. 
‘J have been trained to be alert for such oppor- 
tunities.”’ 

*‘And I have been trained to direct the killing of 
imperialist swine,”’ Dai said. 

‘*That should.start at any time, co phai khong, 
Comrade Major?’’ Hieu asked. 

‘*Yes,”? Dai answered. ‘‘And the first contact with 
the capitalist dogs is imminent!’ . 


Lieutenant William Thompson, MD, United States 
Navy SEALs, was the scion of a Massachusetts 
family that could boast five straight generations of 
physicians. The energies, education and lives of the 
Thompsons was devoted strictly along scientific and 
intellectual lines. There were no athletes, brawlers or 
active outdoor buffs among the men. They were 
pudgy. around the middle, soft-handed and a bit 
delicate by appearance. 

Young Billy Thompson, however, while keen 
about studying hard in school, excelling in the arts 
and letters, and going on to become a surgeon, 
displayed a slightly different approach to life. In his 
sophomore year in high school, he went out for foot- 
ball. He had never played before, but had become 
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- quite a fan through TV viewing and had decided to 
emulate some of the players he had learned to 


admire. Unfortunately, the gangling, five-foot eight, 


-115 pounder stood little chance on the gridiron. The 
coach, after watching the skinny youngster getting 
. slammed and mangled for three weeks, took him 
aside and gave him some fatherly advice, i.e., that if 
.he had even the faintest plans for living a long life, 
he should stop coming out for practice. 

His next effort was basketball. That sport’s coach 
~ watched the youngster absorb blows from the other 
_ players’ elbows on top of the head during the 

tryouts, then gave him advice quite similar to that of 
, the football mentor. 

- Spring brought the opportunity for the track team, 
but doing the hundred in fifteen seconds hardly 
_ caused the athletic staff to jump for joy. 

Thompson contented himself with the intramural 
program after that. Although somewhat of a klutz, 
_. he managed to play in a few of the sports before 
graduation and going onto pre-med at Harvard. 
After graduating with honors from Johns Hopkins, 
Thompson shocked his family be deciding to forego 
whatever deferments he could sustain, and enter the 
navy’s medical corps to pull his time as an intern. 

A couple of years later they reeled under his 
' decision to remain in the Navy. Thompson had 
found another athletic endeavor to try out. But this 
time he was more mature and realized that a_great 
deal of preparation would be required. The young 
doctor devoted himself to a strict regimen of training 
which included unbelievable miles of not only 
running, but of swimming. He did all that, lifted 
weights, took some karate and even got into target 
shooting. 

When the time came, he reported eagerly for the 
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PT test and did his thing for the tough chief petty 
officer who conducted the trial effort. The end of the 
examination found his form stamped for approval. 
Within a month he reported in to the SEALs at 
Coronado, California to go through the roughest 
course. of instruction offered by any unit of the 
United States armed forces. 

Endless training, running, swimming, sleeplessness 
and pure torture dominated the training regimen. 
The course instructors had hung a bell: outside the 
barracks of the students. Anyone wishing to quit the 
program had but to ring the thing to announce they 
had had enough. 

Bill Thompson, wanting his mates to make it with 
as much fervor as he wished for his own success, 
sneaked out in the middle of the night and stole the 
bell, hiding it until the end of the course. : 

At any rate, the attempt culminated in the first 
physical success of William Thompson’s life. He had 
earned the coveted badge of the SEAL. 

‘His mother and father, when they showed up for 
the graduation ceremonies, stared aghast at the 
stranger who greeted them. Wider: in the shoulders, 
tautly muscled and with a strong, sure expression on 
his face, their son had been transferred from a Clark 
Kent to Superman. 

His father had gingerly shaken his hand and said, 
**{ don’t think anybody in our family has ever done 
anything like this, son.” 

Thompson, with even his speech pattern changed 
after the rigorous training, didn’t hesitate in stating, 
‘*Then it’s about fucking time.” 

‘His mother fainted. 

Now, deep in the North Vietnamese jungle, 
Thompson stood with his new patient, Lieutenant 
Colonel Winston Baldwin, USAF. The state of the 
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.man’s physical condition wasn’t too bad. He had 
been kicked around some, but there were no serious 
injuries there. What bothered Thompson was the 
‘mental condition. It seemed the colonel was drugged, 
‘but the pupils of his eyes were not dilated and there 
were no needle marks anywhere on his body. Yet this 
highly educated, thoroughly trained jet fighter pilot 
acted with all the alertness and spontaneity of a con- 
ditioned, harshly disciplined dog. And the colonel 
did not seem to respond to any stimulus, whatsoever. 
All Thompson had was some simple drugs in his 
medical kit, but somehow, the colonel was beyond 
their effect. It was almost as if he were totally insane. 
The MD knew what Captain Falconi had done to 
the Oriental prisoners back at the prison. And it had 
been necessary, no doubt. But, as a physician, 
Thompson didn’t want to lose this patient; as an 
American, he wanted to help his countryman back 
home; but as a SEAL, the doctor knew Baldwin 
would be eliminated if he didn’t snap out of the near 
walking catatonic state he was in. 


Archie Dobbs eased back into the vegetation and 
headed for the spot where he was supposed to meet 
up with Dutch Hosteins. He moved silently and — 
slowly through the jungle. Sweat flowed from 
beneath the narrow-brimmed tiger hat. He had tied 
an OD colored kerchief around his head to keep the 
stinging perspiration out of his eyes. The ex- 
legionnaire was waiting for him when he arrived. 

**I went a hundred meters down, and kept seeing 
the same thing,’’ Dobbs said. ‘‘What about you?”’ 

‘Ja, me too,’’ Hosteins said. ‘‘We’d better tell /e 
capitaine. And he won’t like it.” 

‘J ain’t exactly thrilled myself, Dutch,’? Dobbs 
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said leading | the way back toward the waiting 
detachment. ; 

Captain Robert Falconi, back with the rest of the 
detachment, waited lethargically for the scouts while 
he smoked and _ surveyed the prisoners. Colonel 
Nguyen, grim-faced and angry, did little to conceal 
the hated: he felt for his captors. Doctor Yoon 
‘Hwan, on the other hand, sat in dejected silence, his 
head bowed as if in shame.-Now and then he would 
have a short spell of rapid, shallow breathing and 
rub his chest. If the feeble old bastard had a heart 
' attack he would end up in the same kind of grave as 
Boudreau—an unmarked hole deep in the jungle. 

The Falcon looked up when Dobbs and Hosteins 
appeared in the small clearing. He frowned at their 
appearance. ‘‘You two look like you’ve been staring 
into the jaws of death.” 

‘“We have, Skipper,’’ Dobbs said. ‘‘There’s about 
a fucking battalion of North Vietnamese infantry out 
there.’’ 

‘“What?’’ Falconi exclaimed. 

‘‘And they are not militia, mon capitaine, 
Hosteins said. ‘“They are regular army.’’ 

‘‘They’re spread along that trail we gotta cross,” 
Dobbs said. 

“Looks like G2 fucked up again. The nearest 
NVA unit was supposed to be an anti-aircraft battery 
forty klicks away.’’ Falconi thought for several quick 
moments before speaking again. ‘‘What’re our 
chances of going around them?” 

**I don’t think so, sir,’’ Dobbs said. ‘“‘They’re out 
there waiting for us. No telling how spread out they 
-are, ” 

‘‘May I make a suggestion?” Hosteins asked. 

“Sure, Dutch,”’ the Falcon said. ‘‘Shoot.’’ 

“I have been in this predicament before. Both as 
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an individual and as a member of a unit during the 
fighting against the Viet Minh,’’ the ex-legionnaire 
said. ‘‘The best thing to do is pull a surprise attack 
and charge through the schweinen.’’ 

‘“*What’s the advantage in that?’’ Falconi asked. 
‘‘Sounds like the tactics out of Beau Geste or some 
other Foreign Legion movie.”’ 

The unexpected shock will knock them off 
balance, and it gives us a bit more time to put some © 
distance between ourselves and those merdes,’’ 
Hosteins explained. 

‘*Yeah. You’re probably right,’ Falconi said. 
‘“We don’t have time to be fancy.”’ 

‘“We ain’t got the room either, Skipper,’’ Archie 
Dobbs added. 

‘*Okay,’’ Falconi said making an instant decision. 
‘“Dobbs get the team leaders over there. And tell that 
navy doctor I want to see him. Grab him first.” 

**Right, Skipper.”’ 

‘Excuse me, Dutch. I gotta have a private word 
with the doc,’’ Falconi said. 

‘‘Jawohl, mon capitaine.’’ Hosteins moved away 
toward the other men. 

A minute later, Lieutenant Thompson eased up 
and squatted down. ‘‘You want to see me, sir?’’ 

“Yeah. I’ll make it short and sweet,’’ Falconi said. 
“The shit’s about to hit the fan around here, and 
we're gonna have to move far and fast. I got special 
orders in regards to that flyboy Baldwin. And I don’t 
want the rest of the guys to know what’s going 
down.”’ 

‘*I understand, sir. Exactly like the situation with 
the Oriental prisoners back at Garrison Three,’’ 
Thompson said. 

‘Bring him over here. I’ll—’’ 

-*Sir, I can handle him,’’ Thompson said. 
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**7’ll do it,’’ Falconi insisted. 

**I don’t mean to take him out, Captain, I mean to 
help him go with us,’? Thompson said. 

‘*Chrissake! The fucking guy’s moving around like 
a zombie!”’ Falconi whispered angrily. ‘“You think I 
want to off him? I hate it with all my heart, 
Thompson.”’ 

“Sir, if he can’t make it, I'll do it myself,” 
Thompson said. ‘‘There’ll be a lot of shooting 
anyway. The others won’t know what happened. I 
can put a round in his head and that’ll be that. But if 
he keeps up . .. well, I’d love to get him home.’’ 

‘‘Goddamnit, Thompson, if you falter just a bit, 
you'll both end up back at Garrison Three,’’ Falconi 
argued. 

Pm “a fucking SEAL, Captain Falconi,’’ 
Thompson said. ‘‘I can handle the job.”’ 

“Yeah. You guys are good,” Falconi agreed. 
“Okay. Have at it. I’ll trust your judgment.”’ 

‘Thank you, sir.”’ Thompson stood up and 
started back to Baldwin. 

‘‘By the way, Thompson,”’ Falconi said. ‘‘You’re 
as much a member of this team as anybody here. 
Feel free to call me Falcon.”’ . 

**Sure,.Falcon,’? the SEAL said. ‘‘I’m Bill.”’ On 
his way back to his patient, he brushed past Lieuten- 
ant Ritchie Wakely and Master Sergeant John Snow 
who came into the clearing and sat down. Wakely 
was cheerful. ‘‘What’s going down, Falcon?’ 

‘‘Our asses if we don’t pull some real good shit off 
within the next coupla hours,’’ Falconi said 
seriously. ‘‘Now listen up, you two, we’re short on 
time and long on trouble.’’ 

‘‘What more trouble can we be in, sir?’’ Snow 
asked. ‘‘There’s already the fucking North Viet- 
namese army between us and the south.” 
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‘I hate to burst your bubble, Top, but it’s wor: 
than that,’’ the Falcon said. 

Ritchie Wakely smirked. ‘‘What could be wor: 
than a situation like the top just mentioned?”’ 
.  “There’s a whole fucking battalion of NVA in tk 

area that’s not supposed to be here. And they’ 
positioned between us and that fucking trail, that 
what?’’ Falconi said. 

Snow’s mouth fell open. ‘‘Oh shit!’’ 
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TWELVE 


The young soldier took a furtive glance at his 
comrades, then slipped around the large tree and tip- 
toed off into the bush. There he sat down and pulled 
a cigarette from his pocket and lit it. He smoked 
angrily for several moments, his ire directed toward 
Major Hieu, the commissar of his battalion. 

The stinking phan loai of a party hack! Making 
him get up in front of all those idiots and act sorry 
because he got caught smoking and relaxing when he 
was supposed to be on post—like now. What a 
bunch of ngu-si! Those fools running around 
. shouting stupid slogans and acting like life was going 
to be so great as soon as that great revolution was 
won, 

As far as this particular soldier of North Vietnam 
was concerned, the best days were those of ten or 
twelve years ago when he’d been a street urchin in 
Hanoi. The French were there then. Generous, 
' friendly soldiers who tipped a fellow fine for a good 
shoeshine or for running an errand. He even 
managed to work for a couple of real pretty nha tho, 
and he’d earned some damned good money bringing 
French servicemen to the rooms to fornicate with the 
dimunitive whores. 

He’d learned to speak French too. And that 
helped him act as a guide for tourists and some of 
the government bureaucrats and army officers when 
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they first arrived in Hanoi from France for their stint 
of duty in the colony. There had been more than just 
- a few piastres in that line of work. 

Then those dung-eating Reds came along and 
screwed everything up. No more hustling in the 
streets. It was the blackmarket that kept him going. 
Until his arrest, that is. The bastards put him in a 
stinking camp where he had to sit all day and listen 
to the drivel put out by commissar after commissar. 
And if he fell asleep in class it was another beating 
and confession. Finally, they drafted him and he 
ended up in the 327th Infantry Battalion which, quite 
expectedly, also had a boring son of a bitch ‘of a 
commissar. 

There was a faint rustling in the bushes ahead of 
him. The soldier’s eyes opened wide at the sight of 
the big man wearing the uniform with black and 
green tiger stripes. An American! When the young 
‘Vietnamese spoke, he did so in the only language he 
knew to use with white men. 

‘Non, monsieur le soldat! Ne me tirez pas! Je.suis 
avec vous, monsieur! Je. vous aide, monsieur! Je suis 
un bon guide—un bon—”’ 

Horney Galchaser’s M16. barked three times 
sending the slugs slamming into the young Viet- 
namese. Horny, who didn’t know French from a 
Mongolian mountain dialect, leaped over the body 
and continued on his way. 

Sergeant Trent Hodges, not far away, rushed 
across the trail, providing his own cover with bursts 
on full automatic. The NVA lying prone at the base 
of a tree flinched when the bullets sent bark flying 
into his face, but he stuck the muzzle of the AK47 
toward the charging American and pulled the trigger 
three times. Hodges took the hits square in the chest, 
his back exploding outward with the exit of the 7.62 
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millimeter rounds. The force of the impact sent him 
backpedaling through the same bushes he’d just run 
through. He fell in the middle of the trail. 

Manuel Rivera dove over his dead buddy and 
rolled off the trail. He came up with a grenade in one 
beefy, brown fist. A side arm fling sent it bouncing 
through the vegetation and into the roots of the tree 
where the NVA had concealed himself. This time the 
pieces of bark were driven deep into the soldier’s 
face—along with shards of shrapnel. He still lay 
there in his firing position, his head a bloody pulp, 
but no longer a threat to anyone. 

A hundred meters down the trail, Liam O’Quinn 
surprised both himself and the NVA sergeant who 
was caught standing in the open when the marine 
crashed through the tall brush that grew just inside 
the tree line. O’Quinn didn’t miss a step as he closed 
in and drove his bayonet up into the man’s throat. 
The NVA grabbed at the weapon, gurgling his dying 
agony as Lightfingers shook the M16 with gleeful 
abandon. The man died, his body sagging to the 
ground and ripping free from where it had been 
impaled on the bayonet. 

“Teach you to fuck with an Irishman,’’ O’Quinn 
said continuing on his way. 

Up a short distance from the marine supply 
sergeant and near the center of action, Master 
Sergeant John Snow delivered a vicious vertical 
buttstroke that snapped a skinny NVA’s neck like an 
Arkansas hangman had done him in. Behind him, 
SFC Norman Ormond continued his advance into 
the woods. He reached a relatively cleared area and 
brought up his M16 to cut loose a couple of bursts to 
force any enemy’s head down, but a Soviet F-1 frag- 
mentation grenade bounded off the ground a meter 
ahead of him, then stopped between his feet. Before 


137 


Ormond could react, the device went off, shredding: 
the skin from his legs and disembowling him. The 
concussion flipped him over and he landed on top of 
- his head, then sprawled out face-up. 

Falconi, with Archie Dobbs on his left flank and 
Dutch Hosteins on his right, hit a temporary 
company command post. The quick bursts of the 
Mil6s, with Archie’s weapon on full automatic, sent 
the four surprised men in the hole collapsing into a 
twitching heap, each individual either dead or dying. 
The trio of attackers, still cutting loose with bursts 
that sent bullets flying like angry hornets, continued 
until they had cleared the enemy positions. Then 
they turned toward the rendezvous point. 


Major Dai Vo, commander of the 327th Infantry 
Batallion, was so enraged that spittle sprayed from 
- his lips as he screamed at the two surviving company 
commanders. 

**How could you be so ngu ngoc? You sat here 
sleeping and the imperialists simply ran right through 
your positions! You were so stunned you could not 
even mount an effective pursuit for a quarter of an 
hour! A quarter of an hour! I should have you all 
shot!’ 

The two officers trembled in fear. They both had 
begun to think: that their fellow captain who lay 
bloody and dead in his CP hole with his radio 
operator and company sergeant was most fortunate. 

**You are no longer captains in the Army of North 
Vietnam. You are privates! Common soldiers! And 
whenever there is a call for volunteers for some 
dangerous assignment both of you will be the first 
to step forward! Do you understand me?’’ 

‘*Yes, Comrade Major!’’ 
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“If there is a booby trap to be defused or a mine- 
field to clear you will answer the call!’? Dai 
screamed. ‘‘You will die for the socialist revolution, 
you idiots! But your deaths will be as useful as they 
shall be inglorious!’’ He charged them and knocked 
them to the ground, kicking and screaming unintelli- 
_ gible words. Finally, tired and disheveled himself, he 
reached down and ripped the insignia of rank from 
their collars. “Report to the battalion ordnance 
sergeant!’’ 

**Yes, Comrade Major!’’ They struggled to. their 
feet and limped away hurriedly. 

Two lieutenants, their faces pale and trembling, 
next stepped before’ the battalion commander. They 
saluted fearfully. But. Dai’s words for them were 
kinder. ‘“You have been promoted and advanced to 
lead your companies now that your stupid captains 
have been removed. Let their fate be a lesson to you. 
Neither I—’’? He indicated Major Hieu the 
commissar.‘‘—nor the party will tolerate such 
slovenliness in the performance of duty. You must 
’ pay strict attention to your duties and the conduct of 
your men. And, remember! Always be prepared for 
the unexpected. I cannot personnally. be everywhere 
on the battlefield at once.” 

**Yes, Comrade Major!’’ they intoned happily and 
with great relief. : 

**You are dismissed to duty.” 

They saluted and happily rushed back to their new 
commands, 

Major Hieu smiled. ‘‘Now you will have two very 
keen company commanders. Out of fear if nothing 
else.”’ 

“*The effectiveness of the battalion is doubtlessly 
increased,’? Dai agreed. ‘‘And you must remember 
the company back in reserve at Phu Tong. That 
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captain will not make the same mistake as his 
friends.” 

‘*The Yankees enjoyed a brief victory today,” 
Hieu said. ‘‘But I doubt if they would celebrate it if 
they knew they had inspired a great desire and drive 
among our young officers to capture or destroy 
them.”’ 

‘Such motivation is priceless, Comrade 
Commissar,’’ Dai said. Then he pointed to the 
bodies of Ormond and Hodges. Both were laid out 
on the trail, staring sightless in death into the blazing 
_ tropical sky above the trees. ‘“‘Now let us parade our 

men past this imperialist carrion, and show them 
_Americans can be killed. Then we will provide them 
with the opportunity of doing just that.’’ 


The assembly area was in a grove of bamboo. 
After breaking into it, the Black Eagles had quickly 
- covered up the signs of their entrance by cutting and 

stacking more of the vegetation around the breaks 
they had created. 7 

The Falcon took quick stock of his situation: 

The Reconnaissance Team with Archie Dobbs and 
‘Dutch Hosteins was in good shape. Both men were 
ready to once again break trail for the unit. 

Lieutenant Wakely’s Fire Team Alpha had lost 
one man, Sergeant Trent Hodges, cutting them down 
to four effectives. 

Fire Team Bravo, under Master Sergeant Snow, 
was slightly worse off. They had already suffered 
‘Boudreau’s death in the prison raid, and now SFC 
Ormond was KIA as well. That meant their strength 
had dwindled to three men. The Falcon transferred 
SFC Jan Miskoski out of the Guard Team to them. 
That way, their four men made them equal with 
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e Alphas. 

The Guard Team, which had started out with three 
en, still had that number due to having the ex- 
OW Staff Sergeant Dayton assigned to them. The - 
an was in remarkably good shape and could 
alistically be counted on as a combat effective. The 
vo prisoners, Nguyen and Yoon, had survived the 
tack by being grabbed by the collars and pushed 
1d pummeled along by the men detailed as guards 
aring the assault. 

Doctor Bill Thompson, Malpractice McCorkel and 
ospital Corpsman Mike Littleton had managed to 
ring Lieutenant Colonel Baldwin through the mess 
10. The pilot had stumbled along, but he’d kept up 
ie pace. If he’d felt any excitement or exhilaration © 
uring the experience, he kept it to himself. Even at 
iat very moment Baldwin stood slack-jawed and 
lank faced in the bamboo grove. 

There was no time to waste. They had to put as 
uch room as possible between themselves and that 
VA unit. The bastards were bloodied now, and it 
ould be twice as hard to slap them around as this 
rst time. Falconi started to order Archie Dobbs and 
utch Hosteins to move out, when Sergeant Ray 
imo’s excited whisper interrupted him. 

“Falcon! You’d better get over here!’’ 

Falconi pushed his way through the vegetation to 
ie Guard Team. ‘‘What’s going on?’’ 

Doctor Yoon Hwan lay on the ground, his face 
ale and eyes rolled back in his head. Bill 
hompson, away from his medics, was examining 
e old man with a stethoscope, listening to his heart. 
fter a few moments, the SEAL straightened up. 
He’s on the verge of coronary arrest.”’ 
‘Goddamn it!’ the Falcon swore. ‘‘What’s his 
vances of getting out of here?’’ 
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‘‘Not too good, Falcon,’? Thompson said. ‘‘Nc 
at all if he walks.”’ 

“Okay,’’ Falcon said thinking rapidly. ‘‘Hi 
Malpractice and Littleton rig up a stretcher out o 
- couple of these bamboo poles and their ponch 
We'll tote the motherfucker all of the way out 
here or until he dies.””—_ 

‘‘I’m afraid it'll be the latter, Falcon,’’ Thomp: 
said getting to his feet. 

‘‘He’s important enough to take on the ex 
burden,”’ Falcon said. ‘“There’s a lot to be learr 
from that old fart.” 

Lieutenant Dinky Dow shoved Colonel Ngu} 
forward. ‘‘I have a volunteer for you, Falcon. 
can take one end of that stretcher.” - 

‘*Yeah,”’ Falconi agreed. ‘‘And it’ll make h 
easier to guard. That means Dayton can spend p 
of his time on security.” 

**Yes, sir,”? Dayton said. 

‘*We’ll combine the medics and the guards ther 
the captain decided. ‘‘Bill Thompson can stick w 
Colonel Baldwin. Malpractice and Littleton « 
trade off.on the front end of the stretcher, wi 
Limo and Dayton can take turns watching Nguyer 

Dinky Dow grinned in delight. ‘‘That frees me : 
combat duty, Falcon.”’ 

**You bet,’’ Falconi said -grinning at the othe 
eagerness. He went back to Archie Dobbs and Du! 
Hosteins. ‘‘Have you two worked out the best tre 
to follow?” 

Archie Dobbs grinned. ‘‘You bet, Skipper. Afte 
thorough study of the situation and a leng 
discussion—with a consultation.or two with ot! 
honorable members of this distinguished group, 
have reached the proper scientific and mathemati 
solution which should prove quite advantageous 
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yur requirements.”’ 

**No shit,’’ Falcon commented. “Now just what 
loes all that boil down to?”’ 

‘“We’re gonna shag-ass south,’’ Dobbs said. 
‘Falconi laughed. ‘‘Then move out.’’ 

“Right on, Skipper. C’mon, Dutch, let’s show 
hese guys which direction we want them to take.’’ 
‘The Falcon watched his points take off. Archie 
Jobbs was an enigma. In garrison or a city, he was a 
catterbrained ne’er-do-well, with a weakness for 
ot, alcohol and women. But out in the boondocks, 
n a combat situation, he was intelligent, cool: and 
killful—the complete professional who demon- 
trated not only the ability to do a difficult job, but 
o lead others through it. 

Falconi motioned to the rest of the Black Eagles. 
‘Saddle up, guys. Let’s go.”’ - 


Clayton Andrews strode rapidly and purposefully 
lown the hall of the first floor of SOG headquarters 
omplex at Peterson Field across Saigon from Tan 
ion Nhut. He flashed his ID at the MP guard in 
ront of the communications administration office. 
“he soldier spoke tersely into an intercom in the 
vall. There was a loud click and the door popped 
pen slightly. 

Andrews stepped into an inner office and met 
mother guard. Almost the same routine was 
epeated, except this time the MP produced a plastic 
ard and inserted it into the slot by the door. It. 
napped and opened, admitting the CIA case officer 
nto a small room. With no visual communications 
quipment apparent, this was obviously a place 
vhere records of a sort were kept. A short, bald 
ivilian behind a counter that ran the length of the 
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office nodded to him. ‘Hello, Andy.”’ 

‘‘How are you, Fred? Anything in from the Eag! 
yet?’’ 

_ “Don’t know. Just came on duty myself. I'll ha 

to check the log.’’ He pulled a large binder from t 
recesses. beneath the counter and flipped it ope 
After a quick scan, he shook his head. ‘‘Not a thin 
Sorry.” 

‘¢Damn!’’ 

‘Problem, Andy?”’ 

‘*Yeah. We’re running some ops up north a 
there was supposed to have been a pickup early tl 
morning. Fairly routine. But there’s been no wo 
from the aircraft.”’ 

‘*How many hours are they overdue?’’ Fr 
. asked. 
*  “Twelve.”’ 

**Holy Jesus!’’ 

**¥eah. I’d appreciate some personal attention 
this,’” Andrews said. ‘‘That mission is one we're : 
real interested in.”’ 

‘*Let me know where you'll be and I’ll get hold 
you right off the bat if something comes in,’’ t! 
commo man promised. 

‘Ring my office. I'll be sleeping there,’’ Andre’ 
said. 

He left the communications bureau and return 
to his nook on the third floor. Andrews mixed 
drink and lit a cigarette. Then he went to the nor 
window and looked out into the dark, Asian nigt 
He raised his glass in a salute. 

**Here’s wishing the best of luck to you, Falco 
And the poor bastards with you too.’’ 
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THIRTEEN 


_ Lieutenant Phung Xuan, newly appointed 
commander of the Second Company, 327th Infantry 
Battalion of the North Vietnamese Army, sat side- 
ways in the seat of the Russian MI-4 helicopter and 
stared down a thousand feet to the green jungle 
below. 

Somewhere, skulking beneath that canopy of 
trees, were the American gangsters who had pulled 


the cowardly attack on Garrison Three, then | 


followed that up with the wanton commando assault 
which caused the death. of six NVA soldiers and the . 
wounding of eight more.: These crimes were enough 
to drive a true Communist into spasms of righteous 
anger, and Phung was enraged . . . up to a point. 

The success of the imperialists’ attack had caused 
the removal and demotion of his company 
commander, thus paving the way for Phung’s own 
promotion into his place. Now, having witnessed the 
results of Major Dai’s rage, this young officer had 
no desire to be on the receiving end of another loss 
of temper by the tough battalion commander. 
- The pitch of the helicopter motor changed and 
Phung sensed their gradual decrease in altitude. 
Finally they were over the trees, some seventy-five 
feet above the jungle floor. | 

The two nylon ropes, each ninety feet long, that 
had been fastened to the special rings in the aircraft’s 
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floors were kicked out. They uncoiled in their fall 
through the trees to the spongy jungle ground 
beneath. - 

Phung turned to the section of troops, some 
_ twenty men, crowded into the confines of the 
- helicopter. He nodded to the first one. ‘“‘Tiep-tuc!’’ 
- The soldier was one of the former company 

commanders who had been reduced in rank by 
Major Hai. In fact, he had been Phung’s superior 
officer. And the ex-captain had been hell on the 
young lieutenant, carping and criticizing him merci- 
lessly. Phung enjoyed this reversal in roles. The luck- 
less man moved to the aircraft door and looked 
down. His eyes opened wide in fear and he turned to 
give his former subordinate a beseeching look. 

“*Tiep-tuc!’’ Phung screamed over the roar of the 
engines. “‘I order you in the name of the people!” 

The ex-captain, untrained for such an attempt, 
grasped the rope and edged fearfully over the edge of 
the door. The downward force of the propwash 
caught him and pulled him free from the fuselage. 
He. frantically clawed at the rope, but lost his grip 
and somersaulted through the air to crash through 
the upper branches of the trees and disappear from 
sight. 

Phung motioned to the next soldier. ‘‘Tiep-tuc!’’ 

Without hesitating, the man gripped the rope and 
rather inexpertly let himself slide out the door. Once 
free from the helicopter, he wrapped his legs around 
the nylon line and lowered himself. 

Four more.men followed, all rather clumsily, but 
they managed to safely leave the aircraft and begin 
the long slide that would take them through the trees 
and down to the ground. The fifth man, however, 
froze when he swung from the door. He gripped the 
rope and hung on, eyes closed and teeth clenched. 
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Phung frantically motioned to him to begin the 
descent. Finally, more out of desperate fear than 
logic, the soldier loosened his grip and began 
sliding—faster and faster. His palms burned from 
the friction until he could no longer hang on. He 
collided with the man under him and stopped. 7 

The fellow on the bottom now had both himself 
and his unwanted companion to support. He 
screamed in desperation at the man who sat on his 
shoulders, but the other soldier had once more 
become frozen with fear. Finally, the bottom man’s 
grip gave out, his hands loosening on the rope. Both 
plummeted groundward. They struck a third man 
who had managed to get within fifteen feet of terra 
firma and all three landed in a heap just a scant 
meter from the body of the former captain who had 
been the first man to attempt to lower himself. 

Back up in the chopper, Phung watched the rest of 
the section exit. He had been forced to punch and 
kick a couple of them, but he finally cleared the 
aircraft. Luckily all made it without further incident. 
The young lieutenant followed. As he slid slowly 
toward the ground, he noted the other half dozen 
aircraft, spread out in a wide circle, involved in 
similar operations. Phung grinned to himself despite 
the casualties his men had sustained. They would 
never have had this speed or mobility without the 
aircraft. And as soon as the. men developed the 
necessary confidence and skills in going down the 
ropes, they would be able to rapidly deploy and 
surround any area of the jungle. 

Tung hol The aiaerrans were as good as dead! 


aoa Archie Dobbs, scout and tree climber 
extraordinaire, shinnied down the trunk and walked 
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over to the Falcon. ‘‘There’s six choppers, Skipper,”’ 
he reported. “‘They’re arranged in a pattern all 
around us. About a hunnerd or so troops are 
rappeling out of- them—or maybe I should say 
they’re trying to rappel.”’ 

‘‘What do you mean, Archie?’’ Falconi asked... 

“They ain’t using Swiss seats or nothing, Skipper. 
Them guys are just grabbing hold of ropes and 
sliding down to the ground. A mess of ’em have 
fallen.”” He grinned. “‘I bet that ruined their whole 
day. oe 

‘*How far up are they?”’ 

‘Somewhere between fifty to hunnerd feet, 
Skipper,” Dobbs answered. ‘‘Them chopper pilots 

ain’t too hot themselves. Don’t seem to be able to 
hold a steady hover for too long.’’ 

‘Probably North Vietnamese half-assed trained by 
the Russians,’ remarked Falconi. 

‘**Yeah,”’ Dobbs agreed. ‘‘The Ruskies don’t want 
their yellow brothers to get too skillful with the hard- 
ware they give them.”’ 

**You’re right. I’ll bet they’re sorry they taught the 
Chinese to fly MiGs.’’ The Falcon was thoughtful 
' for several moments before he spoke again. ‘‘We 
might as well keep pushing south. Since we’re 
surrounded anyway, there’s no sense in changing the 
direction we want to travel. You’ll be running into 
the NVA up front there. I'll pull one man out of 
each fire team to back you and Dutch up.” 

‘‘Right, Skipper,”? Dobbs said. He went forward 
and joined Dutch Hosteins who was waiting for him. 
*“We’re going through ’em. The Skipper is giving us 
two guys for some added firepower.”’ 

“Zur bon!”’ Hosteins said. ‘We'll be the first to 
make contact.” 

SFC Manuel Rivera from the Alphas and Sergeant 
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Demond Carter from the Bravos joined them. 

**You guys hang loose a ways back,’? Dobbs said. 
“If the shit hits the fan when we ain’t expecting it, 
cover us while we withdraw to you. Then we’ll hold 
until the rest of the guys catch up.” 

‘*Right,’’? Rivera said. ‘“When you turn around 
and head for us, do it fast. I’m gonna be throwing 
grenades.’? 

‘‘Throw them fuckers a long, long ways, okay?”’ 
Dobbs said. He motioned to Hosteins. ‘‘C’mon, 
Dutch, let’s show these bastards the way to go.’’ 

The two scouts set a slow pace, stopping now and 
then for quiet periods of intense listening before once 
again moving through the jungle toward the NVA 
troops. Noise was the big factor in a situation like 
that. Whichever side gave itself away would begin 
the fight at a distinct disadvantage. But once the 
initial shock was gone, then superior firepower—and 
luck—would swing victory one way or the other. 

Hosteins had the luck. 

-The 327th NVA Infantry Battalion was ; made up 
of city dwellers, although they’d had plenty of 
training, they hadn’t had sufficient time to develop 
the cunning instincts and habits that country boys or 
experienced hunters have in the woods. 

A thirsty NVA trooper took a drink from his 
canteen, then carelessly banged it against the tree he 
was leaning against when he replaced it in the canvas 
carrier on his belt. 

The ex-legionnaire froze at the unexpected clank. 
Within moments he had spotted the kid and signaled 
to Dobbs. Archie took a careful peek, them moved 
forward in an attempt to see more. Satisfied he knew. 
the location and strength of the enemy unit, he 
pulled back to Rivera and Carter with Hosteins 
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Within moments the Falcon joined them. ‘‘What’s 
going on up there, Archie?’’ 

**Fifteen bad guys, Skipper,’ Dobbs said. ‘‘In line 
as skirmishers from there—’’ He indicated an area 
with a sweep of his hand. ‘‘—to there.”’ 

“‘Right,’’ the Falcon said. ‘‘I’ll send in the Bravos 
first with the Alphas following. The guards and 
medics with their burdens next. Then you four bring 
up the rear. Fight through until you link up with 
us.’’ 

‘Right, Skipper.”’ 
“C'est gut,’’ Hosteins said gripping his M16 
tighter. 

The attack was set up and launched in the space of 
five minutes. Snow, with Lightfingers O’Quinn and 
SFC Miskoski on each of his flanks moved forward 
until contact was made. The first burst from his M16 
broke the silence in the jungle and sent an NVA 
soldier spinning under the impact of the slugs. 
Miskoski zapped two rounds into another while 
O’Quinn slammed out two bursts that were stitched 
across the chest of one NVA. The Red’s companion 
bent double under the impact of the second hail of 
slugs. He grabbed his torn belly, the entrails oozing 
out into his hands and turned to run. O’Quinn’s 
third volley caught him in the back of the head and 
blew the top of his skull and face out into a 
pulverized mtsh. 

Alpha Team followed through in time to catch the 
flanks of the NVA unit curving in like the tenacles of 
a khaki octopus. Horny Galchaser dropped three 
bunched up Reds with one long burst of eight 
rounds. They flopped over like a trio of clubbed 
seals into a small pile. Calvin Culpepper missed in his 
effort, but the two sprays of bullets made four of the 
North Vietnamese pull back and think twice about 
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‘xposing themselves again. 

Dinky Dow beat Colonel Nguyen on the head to | 
ceep him moving. The Communist officer held on.to 
the back half of the stretcher bearing Doctor Yoon, 
while both the Guard and Medical Teams rushed 
through the ‘‘liberated’? zone before it was. 
reoccupied by the NVA. Bill Thompson literally 
pulled the walking catonic Colonel Baldwin along 
with him. 

One of the Reds who had ducked from 
Culpepper’s fusillade, reappeared and fired a frantic 
shot at the small group. Hospital Corpsman Mike 
Littleton grunted and spun. He hit the ground on his 
back and tried to rise. The North Vietnamese soldier 
shot him again, this time in the chest leaving a gaping 
exit wound under his left arm pit. Littleton died . 
without rising. ; 

Sergeant Ray Limo dropped to one knee and took | 
hasty aim. His first shot slapped into the Red’s pelvis 
and turned him neatly around for a back shot. The 
next one caught him almost square between the 
shoulder blades, making him throw his arms out as 
he went to his knees. Limo tossed a grenade in that_ 
general direction before continuing on his way. The 
resulting explosion took out two more NVA, the 
horizontal hail of shrapnel sweeping them bloody 
and torn into the bushes. 

Baldwin, being frantically pulled along by Lieuten- 
ant Bill Thompson, stumbled and went down. He 
didn’t even display the instinct to get to his hands 
and knees as he lay there sprawled out in the under- 
growth. ‘‘Let’s go, Colonel!’? Thompson yelled. 
‘““Get up, for God’s sake!’’ 

Baldwin barely moved. Thompson knelt to pull 
the pilot to his feet when instinct made him look up. 
An NVA, his mouth open in a wild scream, charged 
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toward him. The AK-47’s bayonet pointed out like a 
lethal fang. Thompson came up erect, whipping the 
.45 auto from its holster. He fired three times, each 
round zapping into the enemy soldier, jerking him 
like a puppet on a string until he flopped to the 
ground. 

Thompson grabbed Baldwin’s collar and, with his 

adrenalin pumping like sixty, hauled him to his feet 
and resumed their wild run. 
_- Archie Dobbs, Dutch Hosteins, Manuel Rivera 
and Demond Carter swept into the void left by their 
buddies and continued forward until they met up 
with the main body who had turned and formed a 
hasty defensive perimeter. 

*‘Anybody down?” Falcon asked. 

Malpractice McCorkel nodded. ‘‘Right, Falcon. 
Littleton’s back there. But there aint no reason to 
fetch him.’’ 

‘Definite KIA?’’ Falconi asked. 

“‘Right. I seen. him take hits in the side and chest,’’ 
McCorkel reported. ‘‘After the last one I could see 
his fucking lungs.” 

Four gone out of nineteen. A mission all fucked 
up and now with twenty-one per cent casualties. He 
glanced at Yoon lying stricken and pale on the 
improvised stretcher, then at Nguyen. The NVA 
colonel, despite being fatigued and sweat-streaked 
still looked mean as hell. Next he swung his glance to 
Baldwin. The pilot now looked like death warmed 
over. 

Bill Thompson noted the Falcon’s gaze at 
Baldwin. He waved to the mission commander. ‘‘No 
sweat. We’re staying with the program.”’ 

Falconi nodded. He had seen Baldwin fall. The 
problem with the air force colonel was getting worse. 
There was no question about the situation now. 
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Baldwin was too much of a liability. Anyway, a 
zouple of more casualties and Thompson was going 
to have to become a combatant no matter what. And 
that would mean the end of Baldwin as well. 

Falconi nodded to Dobbs and Hosteins. ‘‘Get us 
gutta here.”’ 


There was something in the young lieutenant’s 
»yes that made Major Dai control his rage. Ten of 
‘he 327th Infantry Battalion’s dead soldiers lay in a 
neat line where their comrades had placed them. On 
the other side of the jungle clearing were eight more 
that had been killed in falls from the hovering heli- 
sopters. Only one American body had been found at 
the scene of the battle. But Dai had -stifled his 
screams and rage. He sensed an accusing air about 
the young officer’s demeanor. And, in a Communist 
army replete with commissars and secret police 
agents, accusations from any quarter were to be 
avoided. 

‘(Do you have something to say to me, Comrade | 
Lieutenant?” Dai asked. 

Phung Xuan stepped forward and saluted. “*Yes, 
Comrade Major. We suffered so many losses today 
for two reasons. The first was that the men were not 
adequately trained in the proper methods of ‘exiting a 
nelicopter by rope.”’ 

‘Perhaps you are correct,’’ Dai conceded. ‘‘What 
Jo you suggest?’’ 

“That we practice the techniques at a much lower 
altitude until the men gain confidence,’’ Phung 
answered. “‘Then and only then can this. method of 
ntry be used.”’ 

‘*That is a logical idea,’? Dai said dryly. 

‘*And we must reduce the men’s combat loads,”*_ 
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Phung continued. ‘‘This is no longer a training 
mission. They must be able to move rapidly and 
easily. Carrying around all that extra weight is 
stupid!”’ 

Normally Dai would be livid at such impertinence, 
but the mounting casualty toll of his battalion would 
soon be noted in Hanoi—and that could be most 
dangerous for him. Particularly in light of the fact 
that he was inflicting such little damage to the 
enemy. These things, too, must have occurred to the 
lieutenant. Dai forced himself to smile. ‘‘Please 
continue, Comrade Lieutenant.”’ 

‘And I suggest also, Comrade Major, that a 
reserve force be held back to be committed to battle 
once the escaping Americans are engaged by the 
main. elements. If we continue our present tactics, 
- then we shall be trading ten men for every one of 
theirs until they’ve linked up with their friends in the 
south.” 

Major Hieu, the commissar, had been listening 
nearby. He, too, had begun to grow weary of the 
results of their battles. And he had absolutely 
nothing to fear from Hanoi. In fact, if he felt any 
heat at all on his own neck, he would save it with 
pages and pages of damning accusations against Dai. 
He stepped forward to begin covering his ass. 

‘‘I find great merit in the lieutenant’s remarks,”’ 
Hieu said loudly making sure all would note his 
respectful, yet obvious, displeasure with the way 
’ things were going. ‘‘So far this operation has been 
one great disaster. Not only have the bandits 
liberated POWs, taken highly ranked socialist 
officers and blatantly wandered about in our great 
nation, they are now killing soldiers that have been 
slated for action in the south. This intolerable situa- 
tion must be brought under control immediately. We 
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are losing face, Comrade Major.”’ 

“I agree,’”’ Dai said. ‘‘At this point we can take a 
jay off from pursuing the imperialists since they will 
aot be able to move far in the dense jungle, and we 
nave aircraft transport that can carry us rapidly to 
any objective. Therefore, tomorrow we shall begin 
taining with the helicopters. After one day, we 
should have enough men with the skill necessary to 
nount operations against the bandits. The slower 
ynes will be given additional time.”’ 

“But how will this work, Comrade Major?”’ Hieu 
asked enjoying putting the screws to Dai. A 
sommissar who. manages to get the commanding 
officer of his unit imprisoned or shot has reached the 
apex of his profession. ‘‘Surely, the entire battalion 
nust be in on this operation. Not just a splinter 
zroup.”” 

“Of course not, Comrade,’’ Dai said with strained 
ooliteness. He had sensed the growing hostility of the 
>ommissar for the previous two days. ‘‘And I have 
10t been idle during these times. My mind, 
ncouraged by my deepseated faith in Ho Chi Minh 
and unshakeable belief in the glories of socialism, 
1as been actively searching for ways to successfully 
sonclude our operations.” _~ 

‘*Proof of one’s devotion is in one’s accomplish- 
ments,’’ Hieu said coldly. 

“I agree, Comrade. Conimissar,’’ Dai said. ‘“That 
s why this afternoon I have made certain arrange- 
nents by radio through the area commander.’’ 

‘Ah! I understand,’’ Hieu said. ‘‘You are going to 
ave reinforcements brought in. Perhaps a larger 
init with a higher ranking officer than yourself?’’ 

‘‘Not at all, Comrade Commissar,’’ Dai said. ‘‘I 
1ave used the same connections that produced the 
MiG to shoot down the enemy helicopters to bring us 
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three more of those flying machines of death.’’ 

‘‘Have the operational orders granting us these air- 
planes been confirmed, Comrade Major?’’ Hieu 
- asked suspiciously. 

“Of course, Comrade Commissar,’? Dai 
answered. ‘‘Not more than two hours previously, the 
senior air officer in this area has communicated his 
approval of their use.”’ 

Hieu felt as if he had been outpointed. Dai, 
obviously, had not been disclosing all his plans and 
schemes. Time to become friendly again, his mind 
told him. ‘‘I am not surprised by your ingenuity, 
Comrade Major! Our-unbeatable air force is going to 
help us, co phai khong?’’ 

_ “Of course, Comrade Commissar.”’ Dai turned to 

Lieutenant Phung. ‘‘Day after tomorrow you may 
have the honor of leading the first element of our 
men into combat. And this time you will be able to 
call in air strikes on the American gang.”’ 
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FOURTEEN 


Shadows were lengthening fast in the jungle when 
captain Robert Falconi joined Sergeant Archie 
Dobbs and Dutch Hosteins at the river bank. There 
was a ten-foot drop to the water. Its rapid current 
flowed through a hundred and twenty-five meter 
wide cut in the jungle. 

A formidable obstacle. 

‘‘What’s the name of this one?’ the Falcon asked. 
‘‘We're off our maps now.”’ 

“It is the Mau Xanh River, mon capitaine,’’ 
Hosteins answered. ‘‘A tributary of the Song Bo.”’ 

‘‘What’s our best bet?’? Falconi asked. ‘‘Stay on 

this side, or cross it.”’ 
. “We must cross it, mon capitaine,’’ Hosteins 
answered. ‘‘It is much easier traveling on the other 
side. The only problem is the bluffs there. Until we 
climb to the top we will be trapped between them 
and the river.’’ 

‘‘How long will it take us to scale ’em?”’ Falconi 
asked. He looked across the river at the cliffs the 
Jetachment would have to ascend. They were at least 
a hundred meters high, heavily overgrown with dense 
vegetation and extremely steep. 

‘Possibly an hour. or so, mon capitaine, 
Hosteins answered. 

*‘Okay. I don’t like being caught between the 
water and the bluffs, but I can’t see any alternative.”’ 


» 
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_ Falconi studied the river for several long moments. 
The current was too strong for a laden man to be 
able to safely reach the other side. A strong swimme! 
would have to be dispatched to cross first and ancho) 
a rope for the others to use. ‘‘We’ll have to do it one 
man at a time.”’ 

Archie Dobbs spoke up. “That’s gonna take five 
or six hours, Skipper. Are we gonna try it in the 
dark?”’ 

**1’d sure as hell like to,”’ Falconi said. ‘‘But these 
guys are too fucking bushed now. We’ve been going 
since four thirty this morning. I’m afraid we’d lose 
somebody.’’ 

“Yeah, you’re right,” Dobbs said. ‘‘And getting 
them prisoners across at night would be next to 
impossible. O’course it’s gonna take a helluva lot 
_ longer in: daylight on account 0’ security.’’ 

‘*Yeah, but it can’t be helped. We’ll set up a 
perimeter for the night. There’s enough guys fo: 
shifts of two hours on and four off,’’ Falconi said 
‘That ought to get them enough rest.’’ 

The captain sent Archie Dobbs to pass the word. 
By the time the rapid tropical sunset had faded awa} 
leaving the jungle bathed in steaming darkness, the 
Black Eagles were settled in for the night. . 

The last thing Falconi did before retiring wa: 
stumble from. man to man looking for Lieutenant 
Bill Thompson. He found him settled into a little 
clearing with Baldwin. The air force. officer had 
evidently almost immediately settled into a deep sleer 
at the first opportunity. He lay curled up on 
Thompson’s spreadout poncho. Falconi observec 
him as best he could in the darkness. ‘‘How’s you 
patient?”’ 

‘He dropped off the second his head hit the 
ground,’’ Thompson said. ‘‘No telling what those 
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bastards had been doing to him.”’ 

‘*Yeah,’’ Falconi said. ‘‘I’ll need an extra strong 
swimmer in the morning. Interested?’’ 

‘‘Sure. Want me to take a rope across and anchor 
it, right?’’ 

**Absolutely correct. I figure that being a SEAL 
you can swim like a fucking fish, and being a sailor 
too, makes. you tops around here with knots.” 

‘Despite the fear of being immodest, you’re right 
on both counts,”? Thompson said grinning. 

*‘Good. By the way, how’s Baldwin doing? He 
didn’t look too good today.”’ ; 

“T don’t know what’s wrong with him,” 
Thompson said. ‘‘And, quite obviously, I have 
neither the time nor facilities for a proper examina- 
tion.”’ 

‘‘What- are his chances of improved perfor- 
mance?’’ 

**T can’t answer that,” Thompson said. “we'll 
have to wait and hope for the best.’’ 

*“Okay. See you in the morning.’’ Falconi drew off 
by himself-to settle in for some serious thinking. 

Lieutenant Colonel Winston Baldwin was a 
liability. And- so was Doctor Yoon, the North 
Korean interrogator. The fight to take both of them 
across the river would be time consuming and 
dangerous for everyone. Therefore, only one could 
go. The Falcon had one hell of a choice to make: 
who did he allow to live—in other words, which one 
did he kill—the North Korean or the American jet 
pilot? 

The former would be an invaluable prisoner. 
Turned over to the Agency or the boys in one of the 
MI Detachments assigned to Special Forces, a great 
deal of ‘useful information could be wrung out of the 
ancient son of a bitch. Yoon, under the right 
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stimulus, would provide intelligence that had the 
potential of being applicable and beneficial to the 
U.S. and its allies for years—perhaps generations— 
to come. 
- Then there was Lieutenant Colonel Winston 
Baldwin, USAF. He was a native American who now 
loyally served in his third conflict for the United 
States. He-had an impressive aerial combat record 
which included flying P-38 and P-51 fighter planes 
against the Luftwaffe in World War II. Afterwards, 
' he had qualified for the program to re-train piston- 
engine pilots for the new jets. A scant five years 
later, he was back in action. This time as a jet fighter 
pilot in Korea. He had downed seven MiGs in that 
conflict to make him an ace in both wars. And, once 
again, the crack pilot hit the blue for his country in 
this enigmatic confrontation in Southeast Asia. This 
time he’d been shot down and captured. It had been 
vital to get him out of enemy hands to prevent his 
divulging ‘of vital information to the Communist 
enemy. That phase of the operation had been 
completed. Even if he didn’t get back to friendly 
lines, the mission could be chalked up as accom- 
plished. 
' ‘It was a hell of a thing for a man, after years of 
unselfish and devoted performance of duties, to face 
-being killed by his own side. - 

But one of them had to die. Yoon or Baldwin, 
which one? Falconi’s logical side spoke out calmly 
and coldly, telling him to choose Baldwin. The pilot 
would have probably made that decision for Falconi_ 
if the situation were reversed. 

But the Falconi’s heart screamed out to him too. It 
made no demands, yet asked probing, painful ques- 
tions: 

How could. he cold-bloodedly murder a fellow 
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American officer? 

How could he take a man who’d been a POW and 
rescue him from the hands of the enemy only to kill 
him? 

What would he say if he were to ever meet the 
man’s family? 

He lay back on his poncho and forced his eyes 
closed. Shit, he told himself, nobody ever said. this 
fucking job would be easy. 


The Soviet helicopter hovered less than fifteen feet 
above the ground. The soldiers inside, the AK-47s 
and bandoleers of ammo their only gear, dropped 
the ropes out the. door. They quickly grabbed the 
dangling lines and shinnied down to the ground 
displaying wide, satisfied grins. — 

Lieutenant Phung was so happy he clapped his 
hands. It was only ten o’clock in the morning, and 
the scant three hours they had been practicing to exit 
the aircraft by rope had produced more than a 
hundred soldiers with enough skill at it to take part 
in operations. 

Those that failed were either naturally clumsy or 
frightened by even this.short height. Phung had to 
admit that perhaps a dozen or so would be useless in 
this type of activity, but the speed in which the 
majority were picking it up more than overcame any 
disappointment. 

Major Dai Vo, the battalion commander, was also 
pleased, but for a variety of other reasons. This 
unexpected saving of time and energy meant that his 
command would be back on active operations that 
very afternoon. That sly bastard ‘Commissar Hieu 
would not be able to fault him now. Particularly 
since he had jumped ahead of schedule in tracking 
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down the. imperialists. 

Even at that moment, two of the helicopters were 
out scouting the jungle looking for the fleeing 
American gangsters. 


Choosing the strongest swimmer had been easy. 
With Lieutenant Bill Thompson of the SEAL as a 
member of the mission, he had been the logical 
choice. Any man who had qualified for that group 
and not only successfully completed their training, 
but had served a couple of years with them, probably 
swam by unconscious reflex rather than concentrated 
effort. 

But the Falcon had an additional reason for 
tasking the navy man with swimming across the 
difficult river to anchor the rope on the other side. 
- He wanted to get the doctor away from Baldwin. 
Thompson was forming a growing attachment and 
affection for the air force officer from caring for 
him. Falcon had made his decision on which 
one—Yoon or Baldwin—was to die. 

And the choice had been cold and logical. . 

The Falcon hadn’t slept well the night before. As 
he walked the short distance to the woods where 
Baldwin had been bedded down, he’d hoped the 
pilot, at least, had enjoyed this one last night in deep 
slumber. Lord knows he probably hadn’t gotten 
much in Garrison Three. Falconi stepped into the 

small clearing where Thompson said he’d stashed the 
former POW. 

He was gone. 

Falconi looked around and saw where the air force 
officer had broken the vegetation walking out-of the 
clearing. At least he had headed for the river where 

_the-others were. There would be no need in wasting 
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time hunting him down in the surrounding jungle. 

Falcon saw Baldwin standing in the rear of the 
activities with his back to him. The leader of the 
Black Eagles pulled the special packet of capsules 
from. his pocket and approached the colonel. At this 
point it seemed best to have him take the thing then 
and there with nobody watching. When he keeled 
over, the men would assume his heart. had played 
out, or the Reds had done something that finally 
killed him. - 

Falconi took the pilot by the shoulder and turned 
him. ‘‘I got something for you to take,”’ he said 
softly. 

‘*What is it?’ Baldwin asked. His eyes were alert 
and his face, formerly empty of expression, showed - 
awareness and understanding. ‘‘Bill Thompson 
already gave me something earlier when I woke up. 
Are you argue Falconi?’’ 

‘Uh ... yeah,’”’ the Falcon answered puzzled. 
“How’re you feeling?” 

. “Pretty good,’”’ Baldwin said. ‘‘I must admit ’m 
still fuzzy as hell about what’s been going on, but 
Bill brought me up to date a bit before he went 
swimming.”’ 

**You know where you are?’’ 

Baldwin smiled. ‘‘I can better describe where I’m 
not . . . my last real recollection is standing in front . 
of that ‘bastard there.’? He pointed to Yoon on the 
stretcher. ‘‘The guy was putting me through the 
mill. te . 

**Jesus!’’ Falconi exclaimed slipping the brown 
packet back into his pocket. 

‘“What was that you wanted me to take?’’ 
“Forget it. . . uh, I guess Bill already took care of 
you,”’ Falcon said lamely. A wild hope for Baldwin's - 
recovery raced through his mind. The best way to 
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find. out would be to engage him in conversation. 
Falconi took a deep breath and crossed his arms. 
‘*You look a-hell of a lot better today than yester- 
day. 99 

' “T suppose I do. I wish I knew what was going on 
for sure,’’? Baldwin said. 
- Well, I can bring you up to date a bit,’’ Falconi 
said taking the pilot by the arm. ‘‘Let’s sit over here 
and chat while the boys hit the river.’’ They walked 
tothe base of a large tree and settled down. **Feel 
like a swim?’’ 

Baldwin smiled broadly. ‘I’m really looking 
~ forward to it.’’ 

Falcon leaned back and closed his eyes. “Colonel 
Baldwin, you’ll never know how glad I am to hear 
you say that.’’ 


Senior Lieutenant Vlademir Krochenko, strapped 
in the co-pilot’s seat of the MI-4 helicopter, peered 
out the window at the dense greenness of the jungle 
that flowed slowly beneath the lumbering aircraft. 

Next to him, the North Vietnamese pilot demon- 
strated a lack of finesse in handling the throttle as 
’ the chopper’s speed fluctuated between forty to fifty 
knots. But Krochenko was still able to keep up an 
effective visual sweep of the terrain below. 

So far the patrol had been a boring routine of 
criss-cross patterns trying to pick up some sign of the 
Americans who had pulled the attack on Garrison 
Three. Even: in the thickest vegetation, it would take 
. the Americans a great deal of skill to avoid detection 
over a long period of time. Despite the obvious 
expertise and professionalism of the raiders, the odds 
were stacked against them. One of the group would 
eventually betray their outfit. Perhaps the reflection 
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off a carelessly exposed piece of metal equipment, or — 
an upturned face that would stand out against the 
dark background of the tropical forest would tip off 
an aerial observer of their location. 

Krochenko poined ahead and spoke‘to his Oriental 
counterpart through the intercom. ‘‘Is that cut in the 
jungle ahead a river?’’ 

“Yes, Comrade Lieutenant,’’ the pilot answered. 
‘It is the Mau Xanh.” 

The Russian pulled his map from the jorge pocket 
on the front of his flight uniform and consulted it. 
‘Ah, yes! I see.’? An easily identifiable bend in. the 
tributary came into view making it easy for him to 
pinpoint their exact location. ‘‘Then let us fly up and 
down the river. Perhaps we can spot something along 
the bank—footprints or something.” 

**Yes, Comrade Lieutenant.” 

Korchenko’s alert eyes scanned the stream for a 
full five minutes. Then something in the water 
caught his attention. ‘‘Continue forward for another 
minute or so, then slowly turn back,”’ he instructed 
the pilot. 

‘*Did you spot something, Comrade Lieutenant?’’ 

**Yes. But if there’s someone down there, I don’t 
want to make them suspicious,’’ Krochenko said. He 
grinned. ‘‘It is easier to see things in water from the 
air than from the ground, Comrade Pilot. Make a 
note of that. That is why anti-submarine aircraft 
always are more effective than surface ships.”’ 

“*I will remember that, Comrade Lieutenant,’’ the 
pilot said. He eased back the cyclic control to a 
neutral position to go into a hover. Then he pushed a _ 
right rudder and the helicopter spun on its invisible 
axis to face in the opposite direction. Too much foot 
pressure caused the tail to continue moving, forcing 
the pilot to apply opposite rudder to compensate for 
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his sloppy handling of the aircraft. 
Krochenko was displeased. ‘‘You must practice 
your turns, Comrade Pilot. To much skidding wastes 
time and effort.” 
**Yes, Comrade Lieutenant,’’ the Vietnamese pilot 
said embarrassed. He pushed forward on the cyclic 
and twisted the throttle inboard to cut the rpm. A 
slower speed would help the Russian check whatever 
it was he had spotted. 
Krochenko’s eyes were trained on the water below. 
An expert observer, he avoided staring fixedly, 
- blinking his eyes constantly and letting them flick 
back and forth from one side.of the river to the other 
to avoid any undue blurring of his vision. Suddenly 
he grinned. ‘Yes! A rope stretched from one bank to 
the other, just below the surface.’’ Suddenly he 
laughed. **Yes! Yes! And a naked man just rolled 
back into the jungle.”’ 
That sighting and the rope was a sure sign of a 
river crossing operation. 
_ *It?s them!’’ He grabbed the microphone from its 

place on the instrument panel and quickly 
transmitted the call sign for the Phu Tong village 
command post. 


Archie Dobbs walked back to the river bank after 
the chopper continued on its way. ‘‘I hope that 
sonofabitch didn’t spot me,’’ he said to Dutch 
- Hosteins who joined him. ‘‘That fucking snaplink 
was jammed on the rope and couldn’t get it to open 
for a couple of seconds. I was caught like a fucking 
fish on a line.”’ 

‘‘Maybe we’ll have luck,’’ Hosteins said. 

**T sure as hell hove so,”’ Archie said. ‘‘We still aoe 
a half dozen guys and that old coot to get across 
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yet.”’ He signaled back into the trees. Malpractice 
McCorkel and Lieutenant Bill Thompson, with 
Doctor Yoon on the litter between them, trotted 
down to the water. 

‘‘We better get this guy over now,’’ Malpractice 
said. ‘‘That chopper might be back any minute.”’ 

““Okay,’’ Dobbs said in agreement. ‘Me and 
Dutch’ll help you.’ The two scouts, both nude, had 
been back and forth from one bank to the other at 
least a half dozen times during the crossing opera- 
tion. Each took one of the poles of the litter and 
entered the water. The army medic and navy doctor 
followed, their burden precariously balanced 
between them as they slowly ae toward the other 
side. 

Lightfingers O’Quinn and Horny Galchaser, also 
bare-assed naked on the opposite bank, slipped into 
the river and fought the strong current until they 
reached the others. They took positions on the 
middle part of the litter, and now all six men fought 
to keep the North Korean interrogator, unconscious 
and unaware of what was going on, from being 
pitched into the water. 

‘*T hope this ancient fart appreciates our efforts,”’ 
Galchaser said. 

‘‘Well, if he don’t you can console yourself with 
the thought that MI and the CIA will,’? O’Quinn 
said. 

The six men continued the struggle until finally, 
Archie and Hosteins made contact with the river 
‘bank. Other willing hands appeared and Doctor 
Yoon Hwan was safely delivered to the other side. 

Falconi hadn’t stripped for his own crossing. Now 
the heavy humidity prevented his uniform from 
drying out despite the fact he’d been out of the water 
for over an hour. He joined his men. ‘‘Let’s shake it 
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up, guys,’’ he urged them. ‘‘If that chopper spotted 
anything, we’ll be in deep shit mighty quick.’’ 

.““Yeah,’’ Archie Dobbs said surveying the high 
cliffs that pinned them to the river. ‘‘And between 
the rock and the hard place too.”’ 
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FIFTEEN 


Emitting an unperceivable battle cry, Lieutenant 
Phung Xuan grasped the rope and swung out of the 
helicopter and rapidly descended through the trees to 
the ground below. Within moments he was joined by 
his radio operator. The other men of his attack force 
were soon assembled beneath the hovering aircraft. 

Each man had only the barest fighting essentials 
on his body. An AK-47 assault rifle, two bandoleers 
of ammo, and a canteen were all that made up the 
combat load. They had even left their pith helmets 
behind, as they moved rapidly through the jungle 
toward their objective. P 

Across the river, on the high bluffs looking down. 
on the banks of the Mau Xanh, a similar group 
rappeled to the ground. This was the ambush force, 
which would keep the Americans pinned between the 
river and the bluff, thus preventing them from being 
able to escape to the cover of the deep forest. 

Tung ho! The imperialists were at last trapped. 
And there were MiG-17s now orbiting not far away 
waiting to be called in on fire support to blast the 
interlopers into surrender. And, to make things 
easier, higher headquarters in Hanoi had decided to 
sacrifice both Colonel Nguyen Chi Roi and the 
North Korean Doctor Yoon in this effort to 
annihilate the attack group. Even the government in 
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P’yong Yang concurred that it was best to let Yoon 
die than risk his being taken farther south. 

Phung called his commo man over and took the 
receiver-transmitter of the radio. He pressed the 
transmission lever and spoke into it. ‘‘Lead Aircraft, 
this is Ground Control over.’’ 

The answer. was immediate. ‘‘Ground Control, 
Lead Aircraft, over.”’ 

Phung could scarcely contain the excitement in his 
voice. “This is Ground Control. Stand by. Contact 
with enemy is imminent. Over.” 

The jet pilot, as anxious as the infantry officer to 
get into the fight, answered, ‘“‘Affirmative, Ground 
Control. Attack aircraft are prepared for full 
commitment.’’ 


‘Shit!’ 

Falconi’s voice sounded even over the noise of the 

choppers hovering over the bluffs above them. 

“‘There’s others on the opposite side, Skipper,” 

- Dobbs informed him. 

**Yeah. I know,’’ the Falcon said. ‘‘We couldn’t 
get across the river again anyhow, but those bastards 
above have blocked us in down here.”’ 

’ “Hell, sir, we’ve been able to fight through ’em 
anyhow,”’ Dobbs said, not feeling discouraged. 
*“What’s to stop us now?”’ 

‘‘Nothing’s to stop us,’’ Falconi said. ‘‘But this is 
going to be real hairy. And we’re going to have to 
move slow and sure or we’ll just keep walking into 
ambushes until we’re cut down to zilch.”’ 

Both stopped talking as the motors of the heli- 
copters suddenly faded away when the aircraft swung 

-up and out of the area of operations. 
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‘*There they go,’? Dobbs said. ‘‘They’ve left the 
round troops behind. Me and Dutch had better 
tave a look and spot their positions before you make 
my plans, Skipper.”’ 

**Right. You have paper for a sketch map?”’ 

**Yeah, Skipper,’’? Dobbs said. The sergeant was 
wr excellent illustrator, and his eye for detail and 
oper perspective made him invaluable in quick 
lrawings of battlefield situations. ‘“We oughta be 
yack in an hour.”? -_ 

‘*‘Make it faster if—’’ Falconi stopped talking. 

‘‘What’s the matter, Skipper?’’ 

“Shhh!” The Falcon listened intently. Then he 
rimaced. ‘‘Goddamnit it!’’ - 

Archie Dobbs had heard it too. ‘‘Jets!’’ 

**If those bastards have air support, we’re really in 
, world of serious trouble,’’ Falconi said. ‘“You and 
dutch had better move damned fast. And send the 
‘op and Ritchie to me on your way out.’’ 

“Right, Skipper.” The two scouts disappeared 
nto the undergrowth. 

In moments, the two leaders of the mission’s fire 
eams were squatting with their commander. The 
‘alcon wasted no time. “‘Top, you’ll watch the 
iver.’? He turned to Lieutenant Ritchie Wakely. 
‘Loan him a couple of your guys, then put the rest 
ut to cover Archie and Dutch. When they get back 
hey may have an NVA regiment on their asses.”’ 

_ By then the jets had reached the operational area. 


Phung’s men were spread along the riverbank. 
thirty muzzles of AK47s pointed toward the 
American positions. On the company commander’s 
rders, they cut loose, the 7.62 millimeter slugs 
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zapping into the vegetation on the other side like 
hundreds of angry hornets. 

‘‘Lead Aircraft, this is Ground Control, over,’’ 
Phung said over the roar of the weaponry. 

“This is Lead Aircraft, over.” 

‘“‘The target is on the south bank of the river, 
between the bend on the north and the declining 
elevation toward the south, over,’’ Phung said. 

**‘Do you mean in front of the bluffs, over?’’ the 
pilot asked. 

‘‘Affirmative, comrade,’’ Phung sang out. ‘‘They 
are between those cliffs and the river there.’’ 

’ “An easy target. Tren dich de ban! Our attack is 
commencing!”’ 


~ 


The Black Eagles dove for cover as the forest 
around them exploded under the impact of the KPV 
machine guns’ 14.5 millimeter slugs. 

Lieutenant Dinky Dow, with his two prisoners and 
guard detail, had withdrawn off into a depression 
that was relatively safe in the hail of screeching 
metal: 

The attack broke off and the thundering roar of 
the jets disappeared into the blazing sky. Several of 
the men coughed in the dust kicked up by the 
incoming bullets. Broken leaves and vegetation 
continued. to flutter down on top of them for a 
couple of minutes. 

*“Casualties?’’ Falconi called out. He was pleased 
to have no reports. ‘‘Hang in there. They’ll hit us 
again and we won’t be able to get outta here ’til 
Archie and Dutch get back.” 

‘Air attack!’’’ someone called out by the book 
as the growing noise of the jets again descended 
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on them. 

The jungle splattered and roared with the attack. 
Demond Carter, over in Bravo Fire Team, seemed to 
leap straight up in the air, then collapse to the 
ground. 

When the assault broke off, Malpractice 
McCorkel rushed to the downed sergeant. A quick 
examination was all that it took. ‘‘He’s had it, 
Falcon,’’ Malpractice called in answer to the unasked 
question. 

‘**You guys stay in close to the ground,” Falconi 
yelled out wishing each man had brought an 
entrenching tool with him. Contingency plans are 
great, but when they mean an extra load to carry in 
dense tropical forest, it’s best to go without them. 
And, anyway, whose imagination would have been 
perceptive enough to know they would be required to 
dig in on a rescue mission? 

‘*They’re coming back!’’ 

The first aircraft rent the air with its machine- 
guns, and once more their confined world exploded 
under the impact of the slugs. But a newer, deadlier 
element now entered the game when the napalm 
bomb hit at the water’s edge and threw its fiery hell 
straight ahead. 

SFC Manuel Rivera, screamed his agony, and 
scrambled to his feet to run in a fiery frenzy, his 
entire body enveloped in the flames. He reached the 
river bank where the NVA, in unintentional mercy, 
cut him down with the AK47s. 

Archie Dobbs and Dutch Hosteins, back from 
patrol, took advantage of the short lull to rush 
through the area and dive to the ground beside 
Falconi. The captain looked at his scout team, the 
concern evident in his expression. ‘“What’s up on 
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those bluffs?” 

. “Bad news, Skipper,’’ Dobbs said. ‘“We’re ringed 
in real tight. There ain’t no way we can bust through 
the bastards. Some more choppers came in behind 
the.air strikes and they got reinforcements behind the 
fucking reinforcements.”’ 

Falconi looked at Hosteins. ‘‘What would the 
Foreign Legion do in a situation like this?’’ 

_ “Give their lives for France, mon capitaine,’’ he 
answered. 

“The United States Army has discouraged pre- 
conceived last stands since Custer’s fiasco,’’ Falconi 
said. ‘‘Did you make that sketch map, Archie?’’ 

‘Right, Skipper,’? Dobbs said handing it over. 
‘‘And, believe me, things look worse even on 
paper.’’ 

.. Falconi studied the drawing for several minutes. 

“*Jesus Christ! There’s fifteen of us left. Even if we 
split up and take off individually, only two or three 
could make it.”’ 

; ‘*With luck,”? Archie Dobbs added. 

**Yeah,”’ Falconi said. 

Suddenly the air  reverberated with the 
approaching roar of jets. 

‘‘Air attack!’’ 

The men hugged the ground, some even squirming 
in an effort to sink lower into the protective earth 
while their world exploded and bucked under the 
Soviet aircraft machine guns. This time the napalm 
came in too high and splattered into the bluffs above 
them. The burning jelly streaked out ominously, but 
harmlessly into unoccupied jungle. 

‘‘We gotta do something fast, Skipper,’’ Archie 
Dobbs said. ‘‘There ain’t too much—’’ He stopped 
speaking and looked at Hosteins beside him. ‘‘Hey, 
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Dutch? You okay?”’ He rolled his friend over. ‘“‘Oh, 
hit, Dutch!’’ : 

The German’s face was blanched and pinched in 
igony. The wound indicated a shoulder entry and a 
nassive exit by the kidneys. ‘Je suis 
rerwunden—I'm hit.’’ 

Falconi motioned for Lieutenant Thompson to 
awl over to them. ‘‘Dutch is hit, Bill,’’ he called 
ut. 

‘Tell him . . . to stay . . . where he is,”’ Hosteins 
aid with labored breathing. He was a man who had 
yeen in constant combat from 1939 until 1956. He 
ad seen enough wounds in those seventeen years to 
xe able to recognize the seriousness of his own. He. 
ooked around at the tropical toot above him. 
‘I suppose . . . I was never meant to. . . leave here 

. nich wahr?” 

"Falconi looked at the dying legionnaire. His escape 
tom Dien Bien Phu had been blind luck when fate 
vas looking the other way. The Falcon had learned — 
»f Karma in his martial arts training. A man’s destiny 
vas pre-ordained and he could do nothing to alter it. 
Josteins was meant to die in the green hell of Indo- 
hina, and his life since then had slowly evolved to . 
ring him back there for just that purpose. 

The gods of War had never wanted Bruno. 
Josteins to leave the Foreign Legion. They wanted 
lim to report in to Valhalla wearing the kepi blanc, 
ind this was Odin and Thor’s way of putting things 
ight. 

“Hang in there, Dutch,’? Archie Dobbs said. . 
“You gotta go live with your brother in New Jersey. - 
You’re needed on that farm, man. Just grit your — 
eeth and we’ll get you the hell back to the real 
vorld.’’ 


175 


But Dutch’s vision was already clouding over. His 
dilating pupils could now see beyond the world in 
which. Falconi and the Black Eagles lived. He 
perceived shadowy shapes approaching him. Within 
moments Hosteins could make out they were 
men—men wearing the leopard pattern of the Legion 
paras. Men who had given up the ghost in this same 
jungle in the final spasms of France’s effort to main- 

tain her Indo-Chinese colonial possessions. The 
phantoms looked down at Sergent Bruno Hosteins 
and called out the battle cry to him in a silent, hollow 

- ring: 

*A moi la Legion!”’ 


Lieutenant Phung Xuan put the binoculars to his 
eyes and trained them on the still smoldering corpse 
of. the American. Blackened and twisted by the 
flames that had consumed it, the cadaver lay in full 
view on the river bank. 

- The NVA officer’s lips twisted into a wry smile. It 
was only a matter of time before any living thing 
between the bluffs and the water would be pounded 
or burned into mangled charcoal. 

*‘Lead Aircraft,’’ he spoke into the microphone. 
**You are on target. Continue the attack, over.”’ 

‘Affirmative, Ground Control,’’ the pilot replied. 

Phung watched the MiGs come in over the tree 
. line, their machine guns blazing, sending tracer shells 
streaking into the enemy positions opposite him. 

The second airplane came in and released the 
napalm cannister. Phung watched the object sail 
toward him, sinking lower as it streaked along its 
trajectory. It kept dropping, dropping, dropping. 
His eyes widened. 
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“Get down! An tranh!’’ he screamed at his men. 

The bomb passed so close overhead, the young 
officer could hear its whistling sound. It hit the far 
bank just at the river line, sending the burning jelly 
bouncing high into the air and back toward the NVA 
positions. Three of his men ran _ screaming, 
completely covered in flames, to fling themselves 
into the cooling waters of the Mau Xahn in. futile 
efforts to save themselves. . 

“Lead Aircraft! Lead Aircraft!’’ Phung screamed 
into the microphone. ‘‘Tell your wingman to use 
more skill with the napalm! He almost scored a 
direct hit on us! Three of my men have now died for 
socialism!”’ 

_The pilot’s voice crackled over the air. ‘“We regret 

the inaccuracy, Comrade. But we are not yet used to 
the bombsights on our aircraft. They are electronic 
and respond badly if the setting is not locked in 
properly. Over.”’ 
' Phung, not ignorant of his eantenanie s difficulty 
with advanced technology, spoke with panic in his 
voice. ‘‘Lead Aircraft, continue attack with machine 
guns. Do not, I say again, do not use napalm unless I 
specifically call for it! Over!” 

‘Affirmative, Ground Control. will that suffice 
under these conditions? Over.”’ 

**Yes! The heavy automatic weaponry is tearing 
them up. It is easy for us to see from here. a 
Attack!”’ 


The incoming 14.5 millimeter slugs whistled and 
slapped into the vegetation. Lieutenant Colonel 
Winston Baldwin ducked as twigs and other 
vegetable debris peppered his face. He was not — 
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impressed with the North Vietnamese pilots’ perfor- 
mance. And Baldwin knew well that they most 
assuredly were not Russian. The napalm hits up on 
the bluff and down by the river were inexcusable. 

‘But the confines of the space-they were in did not 
call for a high degree of accuracy to be effective. 
Although the USAF pilot was not well trained in 
ground combat, it was obvious to him that their 
situation could hardly be worse. There was a river in 
front of them, that could only be crossed carefully 
and slowly under the best of conditions. And behind 
were high bluffs that would call for the same amount 
of careful consideration—even if there weren’t NVA 
infantry dug in there. 

Baldwin began to appreciate the groundpounder’s 
position in war now. Despite combat flying in two 
conflicts, he had never had the opportunity to know 
- how physically uncomfortable ground fighting really 
was. He’d always had a full belly and good living 
quarters to return to after engaging in the impersonal 
and rather detached work of dogfights or ground 
support. Right now, he knew, even the North Viet- 
namese pilots were incapable of relating to or 
appreciating the hell of being under aerial attack by 
modern weapons. 

Now, more than ever, Baldwin wanted to get back 


"in a jet fighter and turn it loose on some NVA sons 


of bitches—particularly the little bastards on the 
other side of the river. 

Not far from him, Lieutenant Dinky Dow turned 
the prisoners over to Sergeants Marvin Dayton and 
Ray Limo. He took advantage of the short lull 
between air attacks to rush through their positions 
and slam himself to the earth beside Robert Falconi. 

‘‘Hey, Falcon,”’ he said. ‘‘How long we last 
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hrough this shit? We lucky and got no casualties for 
while. But that change pretty fucking mau le.’ 

“Got any ideas, Dinky Dow?’’ Falconi asked 
Imost with sarcasm. 

**T can’t do much here, Falcon,” the ex-Viet Cong 
aid. ‘‘But maybe if I cross river, maybe something © 
appen that would help us.”’ 

Falconi gave the matter some quick, but consider- 
te, thought. Dinky Dow’s talents were a thousand- 
old and deadly when it. came to sneaking-and- 
eeking. If there was anything at all possible that 
ould be done, he would do it. The Falcon nodded. 
‘You got my permission to go over there and look 
round. But it’s gonna be mighty hairy, Dinky 
Jow.”’ 

‘“‘What you think it is here, Falcon?’’ the Viet- 
iamese asked with a sardonic grin. ‘‘And, anyhow, 
vhat difference it make which side of Mau Xanh I 
lie on?’’ 
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SIXTEEN 


. It would have been impossible for three or mor 
- men to have crossed the Mau Xanh River at tha 
point on that particular day. Even for only two me. 
it would have been improbable. 

One man did do it. 

Dimunitive Lieutenant Nguyen Van Dow—Dink 
Dow to his fellow members of the Blac 
Eagles—took his time by moving slowly throug! 
jungle with the patience of a stalking jaguar couples 
with long periods of immobility that would hav 
. taxed a serpent. The wily Vietnamese, with a natural 
untutored knowledge of human psychology, woul 
wait until the three MiGs came thundering in for a1 
. attack. He knew that all eyes would be on th 
aircraft, and that was the best time to make hi 
moves. It took him almost three hours before he ha: 
- emerged dripping on the opposite ‘side of the river 
There the main element of the North Vietnames 
327th Infantry Battalion waited for the representa 
tives of the Red air force to continue pounding th 
space where the Americans and their prisoners hat 
been driven. 

Dinky Dow crawled two hundred meters straigh 
into the brush before he turned toward the enem: 
positions. Again, this was extra effort on hi 
part—but it paid off. He didn’t stumble across an 
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obeewation posts, nor was he discovered by 
wandering NVA soldiers. 

Dinky Dow’s superb talent as a jungle fighter 
wasn’t all instinctive. He had once been a dedicated 
Viet Cong and was given the complete course in the 
furtive, clandestine combat that was their specialty. 
This was further enhanced by practical battle 
experience where failure was marked by- death. 
Through a small amount of luck and a large amount 
of developing expertise, the five-foot, three inch tall 
dynamo soon earned a place among the very best of 
the VC’s fighting elite. He used his short stature to 
advantage, staying low and out of sight. His light 
weight made his tread naturally soft and silent, © 
whether it be on spongy jungle terrain or across the 
gravel parade ground of an infiltrated garrison. 

He noticed that the aircraft had not returned. 
They would be on their way back to their base for 
refueling and to restock their ammunition. A plan 
had formed in Dinky Dow’s mind, and it involved 
the use of those MiGs. And the feisty little guy had » 

‘the audacity to want them fully re-armed and gassed. 

Movement became easier from him because the 
NVA soldiers had taken up the slack left by the 
departed aircraft. They laid down a murderous 
fusillade into the Black Eagles’ area with their 
assault rifles, the constant firing creating a near 
-unending din. Dinky Dow also realized this would be 
safer for the Americans, since it was necessary for 
the Reds to fire up at the higher river bank on the 
other side. The angle of their shooting was,so steep it 
missed a large portion of the target area. 

The Vietnamese officer still moved carefully, but 
his speed was much greater than before. The 
unending bursts of fire from the NVA positions 
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pinpointed the areas of danger and he was able to 
avoid them. He made.a calculated guess as to where 
his objective might be. As he penetrated deeper into 
the NVA unit, he once again had to slow down. 
Dinky Dow now listened for voices giving orders. 
Then each one would have to be checked out until he" 
found the one unknown individual he was looking 
for. 

The first was a sergeant changing the position of a 
careless soldier who had gotten himself situated into 
a spot with a limited field of fire. Dinky Dow 
grinned at the anger in the NCO’s voice, then 
continued his patient search. 

The NVA troops cut loose. with some more 
fusillades directed at the opposite river bank. _- 

The next place was. a squad leader arranging for 
the men who wished to relieve themselves to do so in. 
turn. This caught the infiltrator among several 
troops moving back and forth. Dinky Dow, forced 
to squeeze himself beneath a palm, froze motionless 

_while a soldier urinated only a meter’s distance. The 
warm liquid splattered in his face. Three more Reds 
tended to their need before Dinky Dow was able to 
wipe off the piss and continue his silent, deadly 
quest. 

More volleys kept bursting out at regular intervals 
as the NVA unit kept the pressure on the Americans 
they had trapped between the river and the bluffs. 

Another voice which attracted his attention turned 
out to be a corporal issuing ammunition to represen- 
tatives from various squads. Even Dinky Dow was 
getting discouraged now and he had almost made up 

- his mind to go back through the unit to see if he’d 

missed what he was looking for, when he saw it. 
The end of a whip antenna. 
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The uninvited guest moved back deeper in the 
jungle and made a wide circle to come up behind his 
objective. When he finally reached his desired 
position, he took a careful look around to note ‘the 
actual situation he had moved into. 

There were two men in a small clearing. One, 
obviously a commo man, sat near the radio that he 
carried around for the other. The officer was a. 
lieutenant, and he held the transmitter-receiver in his 
hand as if waiting. 

Finally he spoke,’’ Lead Aircraft, this is Ground 
Control. Over. Lead Aircraft, this is Ground Control 
Over.”’ 

There was evidently no response.on the radio. But 
at least Dinky Dow now knew the call signs used on 
the air strikes. 

The young soldier looked up at the officer. “How 
long will they be gone, Comrade Lieutenant?’ 

**I expect them back at any: moment, *? the officer 
said. _ . 
Dinky Dow moved in. 

*‘Lead Aircraft, this is Ground Control. Over.”’ 

The infiltrator, his knife pulled, reached the edge 
of the clearing. One more step would put him right 
behind the soldier squatting there. 

Dinky Dow waited for another long burst of 
gunfire to squelch the sound of a scream. Then the 
ex-VC’s knife sliced into the young radio operator’s 
back. 

Lieutenant Phung Xuan whirled at the movement 
he caught out of the corner of his eye in time to see — 
the commo man die, blood spurting from between 
his lips. The attacker pivoted on his left foot, the 
right one catching the NVA lieutenant in the solar 
plexus in an explosive thrust kick. The Red’s 
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diaphragm froze, cutting off all breathing an instant 
- before Dinky Dow’s panther punch smashed his 
adam’s apple ending a promisary military career for 
the ambitious young officer. 
The firing continued at the unseen targets across 
the river. 


‘*Keep your heads down and watch for ricochets,”’ 
Falconi shouted in the clearing. 

Archie Dobbs, still sweating heavily after burying 
Hosteins, sat behind a thick tree enjoying a sip of 
lukewarm water from his canteen. ‘‘What do you 
figure Dinky Dow is up to, Skipper?” 

The Falcon shrugged. ‘‘I don’t know. It was a 
long shot that he could accomplish anything.”” _- 

“‘Them planes oughta be back anytime,”’ Dobbs 
said. ‘“Won’t take ’em long to refuel and reload their 
shooting irons.’’ 

‘“We’ll make our move when they do,’’ Falconi 
said. ‘‘There’s no sense in sitting here waiting to be 
napalmed. Fetch Ritchie and Top for me.”’ 

**You bet, Skipper.’ Dobbs put his canteen away 
and crawled off beneath the high angled shots 
coming their way to tend to the errand. 

The two team leaders showed the strain as they 
joined their commanding officer. Ritchie tried to 
grin, but his eyes weren’t getting with his program of 
jocularity. 

Snow, ever the top sergeant, settled in looking 
business-like. 

*T’ll make it short and sweet,’’ Falconi said. 
*“We’ve had the weinie.”’ 

The two said nothing, only accepting the fact 
stoically while waiting for orders. 
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**‘Dinky Dow’s across the river,’’ the Falcon said. 
‘I don’t have much hope there. It was worth an 
‘ffort though. When the aircraft return, I’m going to 
‘liminate the prisoners. A unit our size can’t make it 
yack, but individuals can. The air attack will make 
he NVA duck, particularly since they might catch 
some of it too, so that’ll be the best time for us to 
dug. out o’ here. We’ll split up in no more than two- 
nan teams and take our chances.’’ 

*“We’ll be lucky if even one of those pairs make 
t,”? Master Sergeant Snow said calmly. 

‘Who knows? With luck ...’’ Falconi let the 
statement hang. “It’s not fancy, but it’s all we got. 
Brief your men and wait for my orders.’”? He reached 
yut and shook their hands. ‘‘Good luck, guys. And 
pass that on to the others, okay?” 

**Yes, sir,’ Snow said. 

Falconi watched them crawl past Dobbs. Archie 
winked at him. ‘‘What about you and me, Skipper? 
Want to buddy up?’’ 

‘Sure. Why not?’ Falconi checked his M16. 
‘‘And while you’re steppin’-and-fetchin’, get me 
Thompson.”’ . 

Wordlessly, Dobbs went off again. When 
Thompson reported in, he was not happy. The 
SEAL got straight to the point. ‘‘I already got the 
word. We’re withdrawing in ones and twos, huh? 
Okay, I’ll take Baldwin with me.” 

*“You know Baldwin’s not trained for this kind of 
stuff,’’ Falconi said. ‘And you also know what has 
to be done about the situation, right?’’ 

“Give me the orders precisely,” Thompson 
insisted. 

“I'll take care of it,’ Falconi said. “Just get him 
over here. I’ll give him one of these.’’ He pulled the 


Pa 
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special brown packet from his pocket. 

“‘I figured you had something like that,’ Thomp 
son said looking at the cyanide.. ‘“‘But don’t you 
think Baldwin will wonder why you’re giving hin 
medicine and I’m not?’’ He reached out and tool 
the deadly poison. ‘‘But I want you to give me verba 
orders ... sir.’’ 

*“Okay, Bill. You are to kill Colonel Baldwin. I’n 
making it a direct order,’’ Falconi said. ‘‘Is that clea 
enough for you? We can’t let him fall back into thei: 
. hands under any circumstances.”’ 

**Yes, sir.” 

Falconi, his heart breaking, motioned Thompso1 
to leave. He looked up at Archie Dobbs who ha 
‘stumbled back onto the scene. ‘‘Well, goddamn it 
What the hell else can I do?’’ 5.4 

“Nothing, Skipper. What about the twe 
prisoners? Want me to handle that for you?”’ 

*“No,’”’ Falconi answered. ‘‘I’ll do it myself. And 
want you to be quiet about this—now and forever!’ 

**You call, I haul .. .’’ Dobbs let the statemen 
- hang unfinished. 

The sound of jet aircraft sounded in the distance 

**Let’s get ready,’’ Falconi said. , 

The noise grew until it became a roar. Then th 
undeniable sound of rocket fire erupted. 

**Boy!’? Dobbs exclaimed. ‘“When those fucker: 
reload, they don’t mess around, huh?’’ 

They hit the ground. But the explosions were o1 
the bluffs above them. 

‘*Hal’? Dobbs crowed. ‘‘The dumb bastards hi 
their own positions.’’ 

Falconi grinned back. ‘‘Then let’s enjoy it unti 
they find our range again, huh? There’s no sense ir 
trying to reach the top of the bluffs until the ai 
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tike stops pounding there.’’ — 

The next attack was the same. But this time there 
‘as napalm and machine gun fire added to the din. 

*‘A coupla more runs like that and the mother- 
ackers will have it all cleared away for us up there,”’ 
alconi mused. 

There, indeed, were two more attacks that hit the 
[VA positions above the Black Eagles—then several 
10re. 

*‘Shit!’’ Archie Dobbs yelled in glee. ‘‘It’s almost 
5 if someone’s directing them back there.’’ 

**Yeah .. .”? Then Falconi yelled loudly. ‘‘Dinky 
low! The little fucker’s got to their radio. He’s 
alling in air strikes on their positions behind us. We 
an...oh, shit! Thompson and Baldwin.’’ He 
aped to his feet and tore through the underbrush 
ntil he reached the two. 

Baldwin was laughing. ‘‘The incompetent asses are 
lowing our way the hell out of here, aren’t they?” 

“They sure are, Colonel,’’ Falconi said. He 
yoked at Thompson. ‘‘You didn’t .. .’’ 

**Hell, no,’’ the SEAL said. | 

‘“What’s going on?’’ Baldwin asked. 

*‘Nothing, Colonel, except we’re getting out of 
ere as a complete unit as soon as those air strikes 
reak off. By the way, we’re not being treated toa . 
emonstration of North Vietnamese pilot error. Our 
uy Dinky Dow made it to the other side of the river. 
[e’s calling the bastards in to zap the bastards up on 
1ose bluffs for us.” 

Falconi turned and started to shout for Archie 
jobbs, but the sergeant was standing behind him 
rinning. ‘‘Okay, Skipper, I know. You wanna see 
itchie and Top again right?” 

‘*You bet your sweet ass,’’ Falcon said laughing. 

+. * & 
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Dinky Dow thanked whatever poverty or piss-poc 
planning there was that had given the commandmer 
regarding the dearth of commo gear in NVA infantr 
battalions. Had there been another radio with th 
unit on the bluff, they would have immediatel 
notified the two smug MiG pilots that they wer 
rocketing, napalming and machine gunning the 
own troops. 

Now that the aircraft were again low on fuel an 
munitions, they had knocked off for the day, expec 
_ ing the attack to continue on the ground. And, fc 
Dinky Dow, it was time to take his leave as gue: 
commander of the 327th Infantry Battalion 
forward elements. - 

He kicked the Russian radio over and jumped u 
letting his 115 pound body land on it. Once, twic 
thrice more and the instrument was smashed, makin 
all effective communications for this portion of NV. 
over and done with. 

With no orders to cease firing, ‘the troops alon 
the river bank kept shooting across the water. Th 
initial enthusiasm had waned somewhat, howeve 
and the rate of fire had dropped off. 

Dinky Dow turned to melt back into the jungle 
but an NVA sergeant—who had finally gone to th 
CP to find out when they were going to cross th 
river—blundered into the clearing. The NCO trie 
desperately to unsling his AK47, but the ARVN liet 
tenant’s M16 barked first. The rounds smacked int 
the bandoleer around the Red’s body driving ext: 
bits of metal into his flesh. Knocked to his ass, 
took another 5.56 millimeter round full in the face t 
end his days of service to Uncle Ho. 

Shouts from nearby indicated the shots had bee 
heard by others, and they knew something wz 
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definitely not chura at the command post. Dinky 
Dow, forced to go in the opposite direction, melted 
into the jungle at the same time a corporal and two 
privates charged into the clearing from the other 
side. — 

Russian bullets spat and whined in ricochet around 
the short ex-VC. He turned to face them, dropping 
to his knees while, at the same time, pulling a _ 
grenade from his patrol harness. The pin. was 
yanked, and a skinny arm sent the explosive device 
sailing through the tall leaves of the jungle plants. 

Screams followed the explosion. Dinky Dow 
emptied the remaining rounds of his magazine in the 
same direction, then jumped up and raced away. 

His next plan of action was to get back across the 
river and link back up with the Black Eagles. And, 
aware his comrades would now be scaling the bluffs 
above what had once seemed the scene of their last 
stand, the fiesty Vietnamese knew he was going to 
have some difficult times ahead of him. 


Archie Dobbs climbed over the top of the bluff 
and dropped to all fours. He could hear a few moans 
but no other sign of active life around him. Moving 
forward a few yards, he found the first corpse. 
Burned almost beyond recognition as a human 
being, the soldier lay in a large charred area of the 
jungle. 

Dobbs ran quick recons in an area some fifty yards 
in circumference. The NVA unit there, set up to 


ambush and pin down the Black Eagles, was now - 


beyond any effectiveness. The scout went back to the 
edge of the bluff and whistled a low signal. 
Within a minute Falconi appeared a few feet 
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below. He crawled up to Dobbs. ‘“‘How’s it look?” 

-- “There’s a few wounded,. Skipper,’’ Dobbs 
reported. ‘‘But the way’s clear now.” 

_. “‘Great.”? The Falcon signaled back to Master 
Sergeant Snow. ‘‘Okay, Top. Let’s resume our walk 
to the sou 

Fire Team Bravo, now consisting of only Snow, 
Lightfingers O’Quinn and Jan Miskoski were the 
first on the high ground. They moved on to make 
room for the others. 

Ritchie Wakely, Horny Galchaser and Calvin Cul- 
pepper of Fire Team Alpha were the next to appear. 
They were followed by Ray Limo who immediately 
turned when he reached the summit of the bluff. He 

’ aimed his weapon down and kept a careful eye as 

Malpractice McCorkel appeared with the front end 

of the litter bearing Doctor Yoon. Seconds later an 

angry Colonel Nguyen, on the other end of the 
stretcher struggled to the top. Ex-POW Marvin 

Dayton was jabbing the NVA officer in the ass with 

~ his M16 to hurry him along. 

Finally Lieutenant Bill Thompson and Lieutenant 
Colonel Winston Baldwin brought up the rear. 

-Dobbs turned to Falconi. ‘‘What about Dinky 

Dow?’’ 

“We can’t wait for him, Archie.”’ 

“I know,”’ Archie said. ‘‘The little fucker saved 
our asses, Skipper. Y’know, I wouldn’t mind going 
back for a look-see.”’ 

**No dice, Archie. We gotta get out of here,’ 
Falconi said. 

**How about just squatting down and. waiting for 
him?’’ 

Falconi ignored the request. He nodded toward 
the south. ‘‘Take the point.”’ - 
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‘Sure, Skipper. Just a thought. How many guys 
have we lost altogether now?”’ 

‘‘Seven,” Falconi answered. ‘Eight if we don’t — 
hear from Dinky Dow again.” 

“I hate to go off, Skipper,’’ Dobbs said. 

‘*We can’t fuck around here, Archie. Not only will 
the NVA have people coming across the Mau Xanh 
after us, but the whole fucking Commie army 
between here and South Vietnam will have been 
alerted by now.”’’ 

‘And us with two POWs to herd along too,’’ 
Dobbs added. He looked around then stopped. 
‘Shit! For a minute I forgot I’d lost Dutch. Won’t 
be the same on point without him.”’ 

**Yeah,”’ the Falcon said. He wondered if their 
karma would be similar to the ex-legionnaire’s. At 
least he’d been lucky and had gained some extra time 
before Valhalla’s call. 
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SEVENTEEN 


The jungle heat settled down over the detachment 
like an invisible, smothering blanket of muggy 
pressure. After the hour’s climb to the top of the 
bluff and another four of unceasing movement, 
Falconi finally called a halt to give the men the 
breather they so desperately needed. 

And he had to take stock of their situation too. 

Now low on rations, ammo and even medical 
- supplies, the mission, carefully planned to last a 
maximum of twenty-four hours, was well into its 
third day—with many more to come. The first thing 
Falconi had to do was re-organize his small force. 
Counting both Colonel Baldwin and Sergeant 
Dayton as members of the unit now—and con- 
sidering Dinky Dow as lost—they had sustained 38% 
casualties. 

The two prisoners, Colonel Nguyen and Doctor 
Yoon, were also another consideration that Falconi 
had to contend with. Nguyen was in excellent 
physical condition, but the old North Korean was 
damned near comatose. That had to be dealt with 
too. But first he had to re-organize. 

The new set-up was arranged under the KISS 
principle: Keep It Simple, Stupid. 
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COMMAND 
CPT FALCONI, Robert 


RECON ELEMENT 


SSG DOBBS, Archie 
SGT LIMO, Ray 


FIRE TEAM ALPHA 


1LT WAKELY, Ritchie, Team Leader 
SFC GALCHASER, Jack | 
SGT CULPEPPER, Calvin 


PRISONER DETAIL 


LT THOMPSON, Bill 
SFC McCORKEL, Malcomb 
. SSG DAYTON, Marvin 
LCL BALDWIN, Winston 


FIRE TEAM BRAVO 


MSG SNOW, John 
SFC MISKOSKI, Jan 
SSG O’QUINN, Liam 


Falconi had taken Sergeant Ray Limo and put him 
with Archie Dobbs to give the scout the backup-fire 
power he might need in the event of an unexpected 
withdrawal back to the main body. Combining the 
medical and guard teams had seemed a natural and 
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expeditious way of giving Thompson something to 
occupy him besides keeping track of Colonel 
Baldwin. That way he could also provide security on 
one of the flanks and relieve Malpractice McCorkel 
and Dayton in the task of guarding the NVA officer 
Colonel Nguyen. 

The next order of business was the elimination of 
Doctor Yoon. The old man seemed to be 
unconscious most of the time and required a litter. 
Falconi felt he could no longer afford giving the 
Korean the care required to get the man back south. 
Besides, ‘carrying the stretcher was exhausting 
work—even with Nguyen on one end of the thing. 
Falconi knew that he would need a bushel of Kotex 
to stuff up his ass after Clayton Andrews of the CIA 
chewed it bloody for killing the interrogator, but 
there was really not much of an argument in favor of 
trying to get the North Korean back. It would be bad 
enough as it was. At least the west could console 
itself knowing that Yoon’s death would be a severe 
loss to the Communists in their handling of free 
world prisoners. 

Falconi, as with Baldwin, would follow the 
strictest procedures. Men involved in the sorts of 
missions and operations the Black Eagles 
participated in knew full well that assassinations 
were not always directed at well-armed, protected 
opponents. Sometimes the helpless, or even people 
on one’s own side, had to be taken out. But when 
such procedures were necessary, they were handled 
discreetly and quietly—even within the confines of a 
close-knit team. 

The less people who knew about a situation, 
the fewer individuals there are that can inad- 
vertently give away classified information re- 
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arding it. 

Falconi had sent Archie Dobbs and Ray Limo 
orward to pull a recon to pick out the best route 
o follow the rest of that afternoon. Marvin Day- 
on had taken Colonel Nguyen off to keep him 
mder tight guard. The former prisoner amused 
limself by keeping the NVA officer busy performing 
ush-ups during the breaks and pauses in the 
perations. 

The rest of the detachment was situated in a wide 
ircle to form a defensive perimeter, waiting for the 
econ team’s return. Falconi had made sure the . 
lefense position was spread out enough that the men 
vould need radio contact to regroup. This wasn’t: 
mly because it would make it difficult for the NVA 
0 pull off any surprise attacks or encounters, but it 
vould also allow most of his men to escape in case 
he enemy hit.them. 

And Falcon wanted to make sure no one heard any 
hrashing that Yoon might perform in his dying 
hroes. 

The Falcon stood alone in a grassy space between 
wo groves of heavy palm bushes. Doctor Yoon 
Iwan lay on a stretcher near the American, his eyes 
losed tightly and his mouth slightly parted while he 
reathed in short labored gasps. The elderly man had 
rifted off into one of his many spells of uncon- 
ciousness. 

Falconi got the packet of cyanide from his pocket 
nd pulled out a capsule. He glanced down at the 
risoner, then turned slowly around to make sure 
one of the men had come back to see him on some 
usiness or other. He sensed the movement behind 
im. A little angry, he turned to see who had left the 
erimeter to bullshit with him. 
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Yoon Hwan was standing erect, his eyes di: 
playing an intensity and concentration that belied hi 
former unconscious state. He said nothing, but hi 
entire being seemed alert and aimed dead on th 
Falcon. 
Falconi snarled. ‘‘What the fuck are you.. .”’ 
Yoon leaped straight up into the air and delivere 
a flying side-kick at the American’s head. 
Falconi threw up a clumsy high block with his lei 
arm that resulted in a bad bruise, but at least th 
death-dealing attack had been thwarted. Yoo 
moved rapidly off to one side, knowing he had t 
move fast before the American could summon ai 

’ from his men. He exploded into a rapid combinatio! 
of Tae Kwondo punches and kicks. 

Falconi countered with a slashing shuto chop tha 
caught the old man’s shoulder. Yoon, however, wen 
with the force of the blow, hit the ground and rolle 

’ neatly to his feet facing his opponent in th 
T-position. 

*“You old bastard,’’ Falconi said not without | 
hint of admiration in his voice. ‘‘Resting up your as 
by fooling us into hauling you around for the pas 
days. ” 

_- “The elderly require quiescence,’’ Yoon said. H 

tried an iron-broom, sweeping his leg at Falconi’ 
feet to attempt to trip him, but the Falcon was abl 
to leap out of its path. 

Again they faced each other. Falconi could tel 
he was up against a master of Tae Kwondo— 
Korean form of karate. Despite his advanced years 
Yoon was in a physical condition that might b 
envied by men thirty years younger. This super! 
achievement accomplished through the spiritual a 
well as the practical application of martial art 
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discipline. 

Falconi drew back into the horse-stance, but 
after only two beats of waiting he launched an 
attack which began with a stamp kick, continued 
through with a round-house seiken punch, a lateral 
elbow smash, and terminating with a spinning side- 
kick. 

All four efforts missed. 

“You are accomplished,’”? Yoon said despite the 
failure of the attack. ‘‘But you lack a certain finesse. 
That great plane of the martial arts can only be 
accomplished through many years of study and 
meditation.’’ 

Falcon nodded. ‘‘Of course. The state of attain- 
ment which gives a man complete physical and 
spiritual control over his body requires decades of 
unselfish devotion.’’ 

“Then the student becomes a master, thus being 
able to confuse even a skilled physician regarding the 
true condition of his health,’’ Yoon added. 

**As you did Lieutenant Thompson,’’ Falcon said. 

‘I am sure he is an excellent doctor, but he 
made presumptions based on his western upbringing 
and education,’? Yoon said. ‘‘They are not 
applicable to—’’ He laughed wryly. ‘‘—old Korean 
farts.’’ 

“““My apologies, Master Doctor Yoon,’’ Falconi 
said sincerely. ‘‘Perhaps it would be better if 
I saved myself further punishment by shooting 
you. ” 
~ “YT have been ready to die for many, many years,’’ 
Yoon said. ‘‘And I am sure you will do what you 
think best in this situation.’’ 

Falconi considered a quick-draw of his .45. He 
knew he could get the pistol out and shoot Yoon 
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before even that expert could close the gap between 
them. But the noise of such a shot would alert any 
NVA searchers in the area. And he was sure that, 
even if they didn’t know the detachment’s exact 
location, the Reds were close enough to hear the 
shot. Another helicopter-borne attack might prove 
fatal to the Black Eagles. 

_  Falconi would have to take Yoon with his bare 

hands. 

Yoon suddenly came forward and pivoted into a 
wheel kick, which carried him all the way around to 
counter against Falconi’s forearm parry. The old 
Korean grabbed the American’s wrist and pulled him 
into a circle throw. Dropping backward to the 
- ground, Yoon’s foot rose to meet Falcon’s 
midsection and the older man pumped his leg to send 
the American hurtling overhead. The maneuver was 
well calculated. Falconi was unable to come out 

of it properly, crashing into the thick trunk 
of a nearby tree in the recovery phase of the 
movement. 

Falconi, stunned, staggered back and was instantly 
grasped into a forearm vice hold. He could feel the 
tightening of the grip around his neck. The pressure 
cut off his breathing and made his neck feel like each 
separate vertebra was popping and turning in a 

different direction. He tried to ram an elbow into his 
opponent’s ribs, but failed. Yoon’s grip continued to 

grow stronger . ... deadlier. 

’ Extreme vertigo disoriented Falconi_ and the lack 
of oxygen began its insidious encroachment into his 
- brain’s ability .to think and react. He suddenly 
shuddered in a display of growing unconsciousness, 
- then slumped into a relaxed, motionless state—for 
one millisecond. 
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Suddenly, unexpectedly, the American broke 
loose and slammed a foot on top of Yoon’s, putting 
all his strength into the attack. Falconi felt the 
bones give way. A quick, straight punch with his 
right missed, but he had some small satisfaction in 
feeling the partial contact of the same thing in his left 
hand. 

-Yoon staggered back, threw out both hands in a 
X-block to avoid Falconi’s shuto swing, but the 
American’s unexpected snap-kick hit the old man in 
the center of the abdomen. 

Yoon’s breath exploded out and he went down, 
but rolled back and regained his feet. He moved 
deftly to the litter on which he had been carried such 
a distance. Grabbing one of the poles he pulled it 
free and instantly switched his fighting method from 
Karate to bojutsu. 

Now Falconi leaped and whirled to avoid Yoon’s 
slashing, skillful attacks with the pole. By deftly 
sliding the instrument back and forth, the Korean 
‘varied the length of the staff with each movement he 
made. 

Yoon struck with a short chiheisen no slash, 
but Falconi parried it away with the knife edge 
of his hand. But a long tate no blow caught the 
top of the American’s left shoulder. His arm went 
numb and the straight massuguna jab hit his ‘solar 
plexus. 

Falconi went down, paralyzed and helpless. His 
perception far outstripped his physical abilities, and 
he watched in horrible fascination while Yoon raised 
the pole above his head to bring it down in a final, 
two-hand chiheisen no stroke that would split his 
skull. ; 
Yoon took a deep breath, letting the power 
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flow from his hara, up through his arms and into 
the pole to make it as integral a part of his being 
as the hands that held the weapon. Then, suddenly, 
the old Korean shuddered. He stepped back, his 
eyes glazing over. The staff dropped from his hands 
and Yoon fell to the ground, a long Vietnamese 
phu nhan dagger stuck deep between his shoulder 
blades. 

Dinky Dow stepped out from the palm brush and 
went over to Yoon to retrieve his knife. He looked at 
his American friend and displayed a toothy, friendly 


grin. 
‘Hello, Falcon. What’s happening?”’ 


'. Major General Vang Ngoc stood in front of the 
map pinned to the wall of his headquarters hut. 
- Obviously nervous, Major Dai Vo, commander of 
the 327th Infantry Battalion, and his commissar 
Major Hieu Lo Ren, stood not far from him. 

The two had just briefed the general who, as com- 
mander of the Sixth Military Department, was in 
charge of the area the American raiders had been 

_ Operating. 

Vang was not an excitable man. The general had 
been. in at the start of the Red Vietnamese’s bid 
for a Communist take-over of their homeland. 
This: struggle evolved into an ironic twist during 
World War II when the political aspects of the 
struggle took a back seat to fighting the Japanese. 
The Sons of Heaven, as they called themselves, had 
come into the country with the blessings of the Vichy 
government back in occupied France. At that time 
the American O.S.S. had provided men and supplies 
to aid the Reds in their fight against Nippon’s 
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aggression. 

After that, beginning in 1946, he had participated 
in the eight-year war against the French. It was 
during these various conflicts that Vang had learned 
that patient plodding many times produced better 
results than exuberance and overconfidence. The 
report he had just. received in the handling of the 
situation at Garrison Three had smacked most dis- 
turbingly of the latter two qualities. 

The war against the French had been a fight 
against a modern European nation, but one that had 
dispatched an expeditionary force that bordered on 
being paupers. The French troops, volunteers, 
mercenaries and adventurers, had fought their 
good fight with a supply system fraught with 
mediocre equipment that had either been loaned to 
them, they had leased or been given as outright 
gifts. 

Their strongest ally, the United States, had 
displayed a startling lack of. interest in helping the 
French in their anti-Communist stand. The effort to 
stem the Red tide, clouded in a pseudo-cause of 
independence, had been vocally and repeatedly 
labeled as neo-colonialism by the political left wing 
of several western nations. No one seemed to bring 
up the point that the Vietnamese would exchange 
their French colonial masters for native-born 
puppets whose strings. would be pulled by the Soviet 
Union. 

Such a program of confusion requires time and the 
willingness to sacrifice one’s own people by the car- 
load if necessary: As a dedicated Communist, 
General. Vang believed that if it took a bloodbath to 
gain one’s goals—so be it! 

The Americans who were beginning to step up 


201 


their help of the South Vietnamese did not have tha’ 
dedication—nor did their allies. The best way to take 
advantage of such a situation would be to kill a: 
many as possible in a drawn-out conflict that woulc 
tax the patience of the United States public 
Eventually they would demand that their ‘leader: 
extricate them from an intolerable situation. 

General Vang was a realist. He knew that if the 
Americans wanted to really kick Communist asses ir 
Southeast Asia, they could. There was no way the 
North Vietnamese could ever defeat the USA. Bu 
there would be methods that could be employed tha 
would make them quit. 

And that could be claimed as a victory too. 

Vang put his finger at a spot on the Mau Xank 
River. ‘‘This is your. last contact with the im. 
perialists?’’ 

**Yes, Comrade General,’’ Dai said. “Then our ail 
force massacred my men, and the Yankees escaped i ir 
the confusion.”’ 

‘But the pilots were closely and vigorously 
interrogated, Comrade Major,’’ Vang said. ‘‘Al 
three substantiate each other’s story that the radic 
communications instructed them to change th: 
procedures and make their strike on top of the 
bluffs.”’ 

Hieu, feeling superior, interrupted cockily. ‘“Theré 
is obviously a display of great incompetency 
somewhere. I shall, of course, make a full report tc 
party headquarters oF my suspicions, Comrade 
Gener: 

Vang, an old survivor, gave Hieu a cold 
threatening look. ‘‘It is my opinion that most o! 
the time when a unit performs badly, it is because 
their commissar failed to instill the proper devotior 
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) socialism in the soldiers, thus making their 
ghting spirits less than effective in our noble 
ruggle.’? ; 
Stark, staggering, undeniable fear quickly stabbed 
rough Hieu’s defensive, paranoic mind. 
But . . . but, Comrade General, the 327th fought 
‘avely. It was not their courage that failed, it was 
technology of the aircraft and the radio 
[uipment that caused the terrible incident on the 
lau Xanh.”’ 
‘*Those were all manufactured in the glorious 
viet Union,’’ Vang reminded him enjoying the 
ok of fear that had come across the-commissar’s 
ce. 
“Of course, the instruments were precise and 
eticulously constructed, Comrade General,’’? Hieu 
id. “‘But the men who handled them lacked the 
‘cessary expertise.’’ 
‘“‘Enough!”’ Vang exclaimed. ‘‘I am in no mood to 
ten to rhetoric or excuses. The fact of this matter is 
at we must catch and destroy the raiders. As many 
possible. must be taken alive for trial and . 
opaganda. Such a coup would enhance our efforts 
yt only in Asia but in all parts of the world.”’ 
**Yes, Comrade General!’’ both Dai and Hieu 
toned. 
*‘Now the Americans have more than an untried — 
ittalion looking for them,’’ Vang said indicating 
e area covered on the map by the Sixth Military 
epartment. ‘‘An entire division of our people’s 
my is currently concentrating on the task of 
inging them to justice.’? He checked the approxi- 
ate location of the invaders on the map. ‘‘They 
ust be in here somewhere. And that is too far from 
e south to avoid contact with our troops for very 
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long. The proper placing and maneuvering of oO 
soldiers will force the invaders into the exact place 
wish them to be—with their backs to the Song I 
-River.’’ He took his helmet off the desk behind hir 
*‘And I shall personally take command of th 
- effort.’’ 
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EIGHTEEN 


Dinky Dow’s return to the detachment caused a 
slight change in the re-organization. Sergeant Ray 
Limo was taken out of the Recon Element and put 
into Fire Team Alpha. The short Vietnamese 
lieutenant took his place. 

And, besides the advantage of having regained an 
effective member of his unit, Dinky Dow provided 
another benefit. During the time he had called in the 
air strikes on the NVA position on the bluffs, he had 
pulled maps from the body of the young lieutenant 
he had killed there. They covered an area as far 
south as Da Nang in friendly territory, thus making 
it easy for Falconi to have a better idea of what lay 
ahead of them. 

Sometimes ignorance is bliss and in that par- . 
ticular case, the old cliché was doubly true. The map 
shook the Falcon and his men somewhat by giving 
them undeniable knowledge they were far from 
home and that things might get worse before they got 
better. 

- The Black Eagles would now be following survival 
routines by living off the land and drinking untreated 
water when not able to boil any. The second evening 
away from the bluffs, before darkness set in, the ever 
concerned Malpractice McCorkel used the cookset in 
his medical equipment to boil up enough water to 
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give each man a canteenfull. The stuff would only 
cool off to tepid, but it was still better than a case of 
typhoid. | 

Food wasn’t that much of a problem. Not only 
were the men well versed in edible plants and animals 
in that part of the world, they were old soldiers, and 
knew enough before the mission to stick a little extra 
in their packs or pockets. Thus, cereal protein bars, 
small cans of fruits from Cs, packets of dried food, 
and other miscellaneous ‘‘goodies’’ were available to 
them. Colonel Baldwin and Marvin Dayton were 
allowed to share in these small bounties, and their 
strength had continued to grow. 

The air force pilot now toted an MI6 and had 
. been given some equipment from the KIAs. By 
helping guard Colonel’ Nguyen, he relieved another 
man for combat duty when needed. And some 
rudimentary instruction had made it possible for 
Baldwin to lend some volume to the detachment’s 
fire power. 

The small force fell into a routine of travel and 
wait—travel and wait—until the contact with the 
NVA patrol, which was as unexpected as it was 
vicious. 

Archie Dobbs had tripped over the enemy point 
_ man. The guy, as good at the job as Archie, was a 
veteran who had scored the biggest advantage in 
jungle combat. He had perceived the opposition 
before they perceived him. Where he lacked Dobbs’ 
expertise was in quick reaction. He hadn’t even 
- gotten the muzzle of the assault rifle up when the 
~ American’s own weapon slapped two rounds into his 
head. 

Then the tropical forest blew up. . 

Dinky Dow covered Dobbs’ withdrawal, and the 
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wo turned and rushed back to link up with Fire 
[eam Alpha. Ray Limo, the farthest man forward, 
ielped them by cutting loose a few bursts in the 
eneral direction of the enemy. Two alert NVA 
iflemen, each as much a veteran as their point 
nan, responded quickly. One of their rounds 
lammed into Limo’s chest and the other took out a 
iig hunk of deltoid muscle. The American grimaced 
ind sank to one knee. Two more bullets sliced empty 
ir above his head, but a third caught him full in the 
ace and sent his lower jaw spinning off into the 
hushes. 

Calvin Culpepper, his ebony face streaked with 
weat, hurled a grenade. It went off six feet over the 
round spraying out shrapnel that badly wounded 
me of the Reds and tore open the chest of the other. 
Dalvin rushed up to where Ray Limo lay. and gave 
iim a quick checking out—that was all it took to see 
he man had been in his last fire fight. 

Fire Team Alpha pulled back toward Master — 
fergeant Snow’s Bravos, who set up a murderous 
overing fusillade until the others joined up with 
hem. Next, both groups withdrew together under 
he screen of bullets thrown out by Marvin Dayton 
nd Malpractice McCorkel. Colonel Baldwin and Bill 
thompson hustled their prisoner on farther back 
vyhere the recon element, now with Falconi, cut loose 
vith their own volleys. , 

The remainder of the detachment joined them and 
he leapfrog withdrawal continued until contact had 
een broken with the NVA patrol. 


General Vang Ngoc, sweat streaming down from his 
elmet, stood in the jungle and took the lieutenant’s 
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salute. ‘‘How many casualties did you inflict on th 
enemy?’’ he asked. 

“One, Comrade General,’ the lieutenant said 
‘I lost two men from a grenade and another wa 
shot.” 

“Show me on your map where this inciden 
occurred,’? Vang commanded. 

The lieutenant unfolded the soiled cartograph anc 
placed a soiled finger at a spot he had previous 
marked. ‘‘Here, Comrade General. It is in the nortl 
of our patrol sector.”’ 

“I see,’? Vang said. ‘“‘Let’s see... they wer 
here—’’ He noted the location of the bluffs on th 
Mau Xanh River. ‘‘—and now they’ve reached thi 
point and withdrew west, correct?” ; 

**Yes, Comrade General, ” the lieutenant af 
firmed. 

“‘Then the con de hoang are between your unit 01 
the east, the 418th Infantry on the west. To the nortl 
are the remnants of the 327th moving toward them,’ 
General Vang said. 

*‘And they want revenge badly,’’ the lieutenan 
added. 

‘J am counting on their shame and anger to hurr 
this affair to its natural conclusion,’’ Vang said. Hi 
looked at the map again. Then he laughed. ‘‘Th 
Americans are following my desires as if obeyins 
operations orders issued by my headquarters. The; 
will soon reach the Song Bo River to the south 
They’li not cross that mighty stream like they did th 
Mau Xanh!’’ 

**It is only a matter of time, Comrade General,’ 
the lieutenant said. ; 

‘‘Now it is,” Vang agreed. ‘‘We’ve got then 
locked in tighter than a virgin’s /o turcung!’’ 


*» * & 
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Dinky Dow slowly pulled the pin on the grenade 
and held the firing handle down in a tight grip: He 
srawled forward a meter and stopped. 

The NVA soldiers still talked softly among 
‘hemselves. The smell of tea wafted gently from their 
small campfire. 

The South Vietnamese finally reached the outer 
ayer of leaves and could see the three men. 
Obviously gooffing off, they smoked cigarettes 
and watched their tea. Now and then one would get 
ap and peer off in an easterly direction. That would © 
se where their sergeant was, Dinky Dow told 
1imself. He. picked up a small stone and tossed it in . 
he direction the soldiers seemed most concerned 
about. They all jumped up and peered fearfully over 
hat way. Dinky Dow gave the grenade an under- 
ne throw that carried it into the pan of. boiling 


“The three turned at the sound of the splash. One 
yeered in at the liquid which now bubbled and 
uissed. “‘Cai nay la cai gi?’’ he asked. 

Before he could get .an answer, the grenade 
sxploded. Shrapnel, bits of the pot and hot tea 
showered the trio of stragglers. Dinky Dow rushed 
nto their impromptu camp and pulled the AK47s, 
yandoleers of ammo, grenades and equipment 
pelts from the tree where they’d been so carefully 
hung. 

Then the ex-VC melted back into the forest. _ 


The Australian NCO, his beige beret bearing a 
winged dagger insignia, strode smartly up to the 
suard. at the SOG headquarters gate and presented 
1is ID and the document summoning him. . 
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’ His khaki uniform was pressed and sharp, while 
the three chevrons surmounted by a crown on hi: 
sleeves identified him as a staff sergeant. The 
peculiar parachute insignia above the devices o! 
rank and the badge on his headgear further markec 
him as a member of the SAS—the elite Special Ai 
Service. 

The guard directed him into the foyer of the build. 
ing where he endured yet another expected scrutiny 
A quick interior phone call produced an usher fo. 
him, and the tough looking Aussie was taken to the 
third floor of the building. 

Clayton Andrews answered the knock on his office 
door with a curt, ‘‘Come in!”’ 

The Australian sergeant stepped inside. ‘‘Miste 
Andrews?””__ 

The CIA operative stood up and offered his 
hand. “‘Yes. And you’ll be Sergeant Newcomb, o! 
course.” 

**Yes, sir,” Newcomb said. ‘“My commander ha: 
informed me of this summons.’’ He dropped ¢ 
message on Andrews’ desk. 

**Sit down, Sergeant Newcomb,’’ Andrews invited 
him. ‘Can I get you something to drink?” © 

‘Scotch would be nice, sir. I take it straight.”’ 

“Fine.’? Clayton poured a generous glassfu 
and handed it to the SAS man. Then he settled back 
once again into his chair behind the desk. ‘‘I under. 
stand you’ve been on ops south of Dien. Bier 
Phu.’ 

“Yes, sir. te) 

*“We’ve got a problem out there that you might be 
able to help us with,’’ Andrews said. 

**]’d be happy to try, sir.” 

‘*We have a team in the area that is in dire need of 


210 


xtraction. They went out on a rescue mission that 
vent bad from the start, I’m afraid. We’ve only con- 
irmed their approximate whereabouts and what 
lappened to them about two hours ago. And that 
rom contact with Coteau-Vert tribesmen.” 

“Yes, sir. They’re my lot, you know. Rather 
wimitive mountaineers, but quite bright. We’ve 
nanaged to use them for recce missions, a few raids: 
ind other operations as well as in setting up quite 
ffective escape and evasion routes.’’ 

*‘That’s why we asked for you. We need some- 
me who can go in there and link up with our guys 
ind bring them out through the normal E and E 
let.” 

“What is this... this approximate location 
rou’re speaking of, sir?” Newcomb asked. 

‘‘1’ll show you on my map,’’ Andrews said. He 
‘ot up and the Australian sergeant followed him to 
he wall. He pointed to a point slightly east of Dien 
sien Phu. ‘‘That’s where they are, Sergeant 
Newcomb. 

“Bloody hell! North of the Song Bo River?” 

*Ves. %? 

‘Are they in contact with the NVA?” Sergeant 
Newcomb asked. 

‘It appears so—unfortunately,’? Andrews an- 
wered. 

‘Impossible to get them out there, sir,” Newcomb 
aid. 

Andrews smiled and shrugged. ‘‘Then I guess 
ow’re not interested in making the try.””> — 

‘“Of course I am, sir,’? Newcomb said seriously. 
‘It’s only impossible—and the impossible doesn’t 
ake an SAS man over two or three days to accom- 
lish.” 
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It was then that Andrews noticed the motto o 
Newcomb’s beret badge: : 


WHO DARES WINS 


Archie Dobbs performed a classical exhibition c 
the Georgia high step. He lifted his left knee u 
enough that the foot cleared any low bushes. H 
gently lowered it until his boot barely mad 
contact with the soil beneath it. A soft bit c 
probing to make sure there were no twigs unde’ 
neath to snap loudly nor dried vegetation to crackk 
then he gradually let his full weight down on thi 


foot. 


He repeated the process with the opposite leg. 

An hour of this, with Fire Team Bravo behin 
him, had resulted in not much ground covered, bi 
at least the short distance traveled had been accon 
plished safely. 

Suddenly Archie stopped and held up hand t 
signal the others to do likewise. Master Sergear 
John Snow, Sergeant First Class Jan Miskoski an 
Staff Sergeant Lightfingers O’Quinn froze. Not 
muscle, other than blinking eyes, twitched among th 
trio. Archie raised his M16 above his head, an 
swung the muzzle forward. Then he turned and hel 
- out his hand to indicate the number five. He lowere 
it and raised it again, this time with one finger raise 
up. 

Six NVA were ahead in the area indicated. . 

The three Bravos took an incredibly long time t 
draw up even with him. When they did, each had a 
opportunity to catch sight of the Red soldiers. Th 
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aalf dozen enemy troopers, evidently set up as an 
ambush or listening post, peered intently in the 
ypposite direction. 

Snow silently signaled each man his target, then 
raised his M16. The fire burst burped out in the dense 
vegetation. The back of the soldier directly in front . 
of the top kick exploded four times in simultaneous 
little spurts of blood as the bullets stitched across 
nim 


One NVA caught only one round, and that in the 
puttocks. He rolled over and worked the trigger of 
the AK47. Jan Miskoski flipped over on his back 
while O’Quinn finished off the North Vietnamese. A 
bullet in the throat did the job. 

The marine rushed to examine Miskoski while his 
three companions hurried to the enemy bodies. They 
stripped them of weapons and ammo. 

O’Quinn re-joined his comrades. ‘‘Jan’s had it,’’ 
he said curtly. 

Snow turned from the task of stripping the 
equipment from the enemy dead and went to the 
body, kneeling down for a close, but unnecessary 
examination. The Chicago sergeant, his face mangled 
beyond recognition with only the open eyes 
recognizable, stared up in unperceiving death at the 
trees above. 

**Hell of a shame,’ the top NCO said. 

‘*Ain’t they all?’’ Archie Dobbs remarked. 

The team sergeant got to his feet. He made sure 
everyone had loaded up. ‘“‘Let’s go.”’ 

The scene in the jungle, which had burst forth in 
violence only moments before, was now as quiet as 


the seven bodies that lay sprawled in the bloody - 


vegetation. 
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General Vang Ngoc took the written report and 
perused the document carefully. As he read, his 
features gradually assumed a wide smile. Finally, 
with an air of happy triumph, he flung the paper to 
the field desk in the tent. 

‘‘Ah! The Americans are now taking weapons 
and ammunition from our dead!’’ the general 
exclaimed. ‘‘When such wealthy wastrels begin to 
exhibit symptoms of thrift and miserliness it means 
but one thing—they are running short of supplies.”’ 

**I would not think such a thing is possible,” his 
adjutant marveled. ‘‘Even the South Vietnamese are 
beginning to waste material since their attachment to 
the Yankees is growing abundantly with each passing 
week.”’ 

**This will be better than fighting the French in the 
good old days,’’ Vang said. ‘‘Those con de hoang 
were used to going without. This situation should 
prove quite demoralizing for our affluent 
opponents.”’ 

The adjutant nodded in satisfaction. ‘‘Do you 
think the decadent capitalist swine will crumble in 
the face of deprivation?’’ 

“Of course!’’ Vang crowed. ‘‘Perhaps if we got a 
loudspeaker and offered them hamburgers they 
would crawl in to us without our having to hunt for 
them anymore. ad 


Staff Sergeant. Marvin Dayton, the ex-POW, was 
taken from the Prisoner Detail and transferred to 
Fire Team Bravo to make up for the loss of SFC Jan 
Miskoski. 

Lightfingers O’Quinn was forced back into supply 
work. With the shortage of 5.56 millimeter ammo for 
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he Mlé6s, he had to collect it all up and give it to Fire 
Team Alpha. Master Sergeant Snow’s team, along 
vith the prisoner detail, now carried Soviet AK47s 
vith bandoleers taken from dead NVA. 

The last of the American grenades had been the 
yne Lieutenant Dinky Dow used to flavor the tea 
yeing brewed by the trio of luckless Reds earlier in 
the day. Of the eighteen grenades now in possession 
of the detachment, the Recon Element had four; Fire 
Team Alpha, six; Fire Team Bravo, six; and Captain 
Robert Falconi had attached two to his patrol 
larness. 

Although these were Soviet designed defensive 
srenades, designated as Type F-1 by the Russians, 
they had been manufactured in Czechoslovakia. 
They had a delay type fuse and a fragmentation 
radius of fourteen meters. 

The Black Eagles bore the explosive devices no ill- 
will because of their origin, however, and would 
gladly throw any grenade, regardless of country of 
manufacture or design, at any Communist soldier 
regardless of his race, religion or national origin. 
Any enemy of freedom, despite his ethnic 
background, could expect to be shot or blown to hell — 
with the same degree of prejudice he demonstrated. 
toward democracies. 

The Black Eagles were equal opportunity killers. 

The Falcon ran ‘a quick check on his men to make 
sure all were as well equipped as could possibly be 
managed. The commander of the Black Eagles had a 
deep undeniable feeling in his gut that they were 
being systematically and relentlessly driven into a 
corner. Every soldierly instinct he had screamed an 
alarm at him. 

. Weil, maybe it don’t look real good, his mind told — 
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him, but what the hell? Nobody said this job wa 
gonna be easy! 

He turned to Archie Dobbs and Dinky Dow 
**Okay, big recon team, let’s move ’em out!’’ 
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NINETEEN 


Captain Robert Falconi instinctively ducked at the 
sudden gush of gunfire up toward the front of the 
column. 

Ritchie Wakely’s Alphas went left and hit the dirt, 
while Top’s Bravos took. the right of the column. 
Back at the Prisoner Detail, Malpractice McCorkel 
knocked Colonel Nguyen to the ground. The NVA 
officer, his hands cuffed behind him, slammed face- 
first into the dirt. Both Lieutenant Bill Thompson 
and Lieutenant Colonel Winston Baldwin covered 
the rear of the detachment. 

Within moments Archie Dobbs and Dinky Dow 
raced back through the jungle and joined their com- 
manding officer. ‘‘NVA—lots of ’em!’’ Dobbs said 
between breaths. | 

‘*Maybe a battalion,’’ Dinky Dow added. 

*“Okay,’’ Falconi said. ‘‘We’ll pull back and hold 
fast. In the meantime, you two head to the east and 
see what’s there.”’ 

The Black Eagles, covering each other, moved 
cautiously back the way they had come to avoid 
contact with the approaching enemy. The Recon 
Element’s mission didn’t take them long. They were 
back within-a quarter of an hour—with more bad 
news. 

“‘Two rifle companies, reinforced to the. east, 
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Skipper,’’ Dobbs reported. ‘‘And another battalio. 
on our north.” 

'  **Well!’? Falconi said in pseudo jocularity. ‘“Tha 

saves me the trouble of having to figure out whic] 

way to go, doesn’t it? We'll have to pull bac! 

south.”’ 

“One problem, Falcon,’’? Dinky Dow interjected 
‘*The Song Bo is that way. Big, big fucking river.’ 

‘*We’ll have to check out that situation more care 
fully when we get there,”’ the Falcon said. ‘‘Well—a 
I’ve said so many times in this operation—let’s ge 
the fuck outta here!’ ; 

The detachment formed a single skirmish line 
with flankers out for security, to make the slow 
careful backward-stepping withdrawal from the larg: 
units that were pressing down on them. 

Falconi wasn’t fooling himself. The bastards knev 
where they were. Unless the fucking North Viet 
namese Army was made up of the blind-and-deaf 
there was no way they could not have virtually ringec 
’ in the Black Eagles. The enemy may not have beer 
able to absolutely pin-point their location, but the 
knew enough to be able to herd the Americans in any 
direction they desired. 

More gunfire blasted out on the right flank. 

Within moments, Ritchie Wakely, Horn: 
Galchaser and Calvin Culpepper appeared. Th 
young lieutenant’s face clearly showed the strain the 
were under. ‘“They made contact with us, Falcon,’ 
he said: ‘‘We tried to delay ’em, but—’’ 

‘It’s okay, Ritchie,’ Falcon told him. ‘‘Keep ot 
the right, we’ll do the best we can.”’ 

The pressure kept up until all the Black Eagle: 
teams were in visual contact with each other. In : 
couple of instances, the men were pressed so clos 
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ogether they bumped into each other. 

Colonel Nguyen Chi Roi, former master and 
‘ommandant of Garrison Three, had conducted 
1imself as a sullen, barely cooperative prisoner 
juring their days of flight. Now he became vocal, his 
lerisive laughter mocking and insulting: He moved 
iwkwardly because of his shackled hands, but he 
lidn’t seem to notice the discomfort anymore. ““You 
vill die soon, Yankees. Or I will have you under my 
ender care in Garrison Three.”’ 

“You motherfucker!’’ 

Marvin Dayton’s temper snapped and he rushed 
‘rom his place in Bravo Team’s skirmish line, bowled 
yver Malpractice McCorkel and shoved the muzzle 
of the AK47 into the NVA officer’s a “Suck it, 
rou bastard!’’ 

Nguyen stared at him incredulously. 

‘I said suck it!’? Dayton snarled. He shoved the 
weapon forward so hard it cut Nguyen’s mouth. 
‘Take the goddamned thing in your mouth, you 
yastard!’’ 

Nguyen reluctantly parted his lips. The weapon: 
was thrust into his mouth. 

“If those cocksuckers get in close at “all,” Dayton 
aid, ‘‘I’m pulling this trigger. If it’s the last fucking 
hing I do, I’m gonna splatter your fucking brains all 
ver this stinking jungle, Nguyen. Do you 
inderstand? Do you!’” = 

Nguyen nervously nodded his head to indicate that 
1e, most certainly, knew what the American sergeant 
neant. 

Falconi, while appreciating Dayton’s rather 
lestructive attitude toward the NVA, felt he should 
aution him. ‘‘A very important part of our 
nission,’’ he said, ‘“‘is to get this guy back to our 
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boys in the CIA.” 

“If you leave him to me, sir,”’ — said coldly 
‘J can guarantee the colonel here will be lookin; 
forward to talking with them. In fact, he'll bi 
begging to!’’ 

‘*] suppose,’’ Falconi conceded. 

“It’s sort of like the night. my dad and brother: 
and I caught a burglar in the house,’’ Dayton saic 
with a cold smile. ‘“Before we finished with him, hi 
was pleading for the cops.”’ 

*‘Did you turn the bastard over to them?’’ Falcon 
asked. 

“‘There’s a spot in our flower garden where thi 
plants bloom quite a bit more than anywhere else it 
the backyard,” Dayton said. 

‘Saved the old hometown from spending mone; 
on a trial, right?’’ Falcon said. 

**And a few more houses from being burglarize< 
and probably somebody from being murdered too,’ 
Dayton said. 

“‘You folks performed a good deed,”’ the Falcon 
remarked. 

**Oh, yes, sir!’’ Dayton said. He glared at Nguyen 
‘“We like doing good deeds.’’ 

A rapid rolling firefight broke out along the line. I 
increased in volume until a few stray round: 
splattered in the trees around them. 

“Looks like things are closing in on us now,’ 
Falconi said. He could see both fire teams had beer 
forced in even tighter. He grabbed Dinky Dow. ‘‘Se 
what we’ve got behind us.”’ 

“Right, Falcon.”? The little ARVN officer tool 
off through the bushes. 

Small arms fire, both semi and full automatic 
broke out again. This time there was a markec 
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increase in incoming rounds. 

Suddenly three heavily caioutaeeds NVA broke 
into view spraying steel-jacketed rounds from their 
Russian PPS-43 submachine guns. Ritchie Wakely 
staggered. back, spun and fell to the ground. His 
torso was hamburger. 

Horny Galchaser swept the small attack team 
with his M16, knocking them sprawling in a tangle of 
palm fronds. ‘‘Damn!’’ he spat. ‘‘All we need now. 
Suicide attacks for Chrissake!”’ 

‘Falcon! Falcon!’’ Dinky Dow’s high pitch voice 
sounded above the fighting. ‘‘The Song Bo is only 
twenty meters behind us.’’ 

_ “Right,’”? Falconi said. ‘‘Take over the Alphas. 
Ritchie’s bought the farm.”’ 

‘Right, Falcon!’? The Vietnamese officer went 
forward the scant distance necessary to join Horny 
Galchaser and Calvin Culpepper. 

The Black Eagles, involved in purely defensive 
firing now, kept the growing numbers of attackers at 
bay while they stumbled back. 

Finally there was no place to go. 

“Find spots with good fields of fire,’’ Falconi 
said. ‘‘Team Leaders; turn on those Prick-Sixes.’’ 
He wanted the radios in operation since voice 
commands, even in that confined space, would be 
impossible with so many weapons firing at once. 

Dayton, with his weapon still in Nguyen’s mouth, 
swung the NVA around. He spoke to the Falcon 
without taking his eyes off the prisoner. ‘‘Now, sir?’’ 

**Get back to your team,’’ Falcon ordered. ‘“When 
the time comes I’ll off the little bastard.” 

**Yes, sir.’”? Dayton reluctantly left Nguyen and 
went forward to join the others on the firing line. 

Nguyen watched the American NCO return to his 
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fire team. He spat. ‘‘Bah! You are all doomed!’’ He 

‘glared at Falconi. ‘‘The only chance you have o! 
avoiding imminent death is to surrender to me. 
Captain Falconi. Tell your men to-drop their arm: 
and I shall take care of the rest. I can get my com- 
rades to stop firing if you. follow my instructions 
explicitly.’’ 

“You’re about to come face-to-face: with the 
undeniable fact of you and your kind’s incredible 
stupidity,’’ Falcon said. ‘‘If we were fighting a 
civilized enemy and were hemmed in and outnum- 
bered like this, I would probably raise a white flag 
for a bit of negotiating, then honorably surrender 
and be marched away to receive treatment according 
to the Geneva Convention. But if we give up to you 

' jack-offs, we’re facing ungodly years of mistreat- 

. ment, deprivation and whatever other miseries you 
could devise for us. Sort of takes the attraction out 
of that possible course of action, doesn’t it?’’ 

‘*Then you’ll die!’? Nguyen exclaimed. 

‘‘And more of your soldiers will die too,”” Falconi 
countered. 

**Ha!’? Nguyen snarled. ‘‘That bothers us we in 
the least.” 

“The difference between you and us,’’ Falconi 
said. ‘‘And if you have no more consideration for 
your own people than that, what the hell can we 
expect from you? And that includes your form of 

--government, asshole.’’ 

‘“‘A good soldier is always prepared to die,’’ 
Nguyen said. “I am ready now—this moment—to 
give my life for my cause.”’ 

‘Hell, you might as well,” Falconi said. ‘‘If they 
ever get you back they'll put you through the 
fucking mill and you know it. Besides, you ignorant 
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bastard, you don’t know any better. If you weren’t 
such a no good son of a bitch, I’d feel sorry for 
you.”’ 

A rapid increase in the firing heralded an attack. 
The NVA troops in the center—the Black Eagles’ old 
nemesis the 327th Infantry—launched a furious 
charge at their positions. Major Dai Vo, his Russian 
Tokarev pistol barking in the midst of the roar of 
assault rifles, moved in with the lead squads. Not so 
much out of patriotic or vengeful fervor, but because 
General Vang Ngoc had put him there. 

The Black Eagles, firing short fire bursts, swept 
the brown clad figures in front of them, sending 
them toppling to the soft jungle ground. Dai, 
screaming in rage now, no longer gave a damn. 
Everything he’d worked for in the party and the 
army had gone up in smoke during the previous few 
days. He leaped over a duo of fallen NVA and ran 
toward the Americans. 

Culpepper and O’Quinn, close together now that 
team integrity was gone, cut loose on the enemy 
officer. Dai, determined to take someone with him, 
took two hits but only stumbled sideways under the 
impact. He managed to get a few more paces 
forward when another round slapped him hard in the 
side. He spun around and fell to his knees facing 
rearward toward his own men. He collapsed onto his 
back, getting a distorted, upside down view of the 
Black Eagle’s position. His last physical action was a 
desperate jerk on the trigger of the pistol, then he 
died in the undignified position of a-whore waiting 
for a line of customers to mount her. 

’ The bullet he fired zipped low across the ground, 
snipping blades of grass and smacked into 
Lieutenant Bill Thompson’s forehead. Its trajectory 
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was altered by the sudden impact and the round 

continued upward out of the top of his skull, 
flipping a hunk of scalp down over his face. 

Lieutenant William Thompson, MD and US Navy 

SEAL, with generations of scientific and medical tra- 

dition behind him, died but ten yards from the 

peasant who had fired the fatal shot in a sporadic 
jerk of dying muscles. 

_ Winston Baldwin, USAF, had experienced having 

friends killed in war before. But they’d been pilots 

- whose bodies had been unseen, lost.entities. The only 
evidence of their deaths had been written reports and 
empty bunks in the Bachelor Officers Quarters of 
some air base. This time he could not only see the 
bloody cadaver, but had some of his brains splat- 
tered in his face. 

He screamed in rage and pumped bullets into the 

_ dead NVA officer who had slain Bill Thompson. 

_ “Hey, goddamnit!’? Archie Dobbs behind him 
yelled grabbing his hand to stop the shooting. ‘‘Save 
some of that fucking ammo for the live ones!”’ 

‘A brief lull occurred in which Dinky Dow turned 
over -the leadership of Alpha Team to Horny 
Galchaser. Since he had been doing most of his fight- 

‘ing with Archie Dobbs, he decided to stick with him 
now—right to the bitter fucking end. 

Now, as ever, demonstrating his courage, the 
feisty little Vietnamese crawled forward into the 
enemy dead and returned with ammo and some more 
grenades. 

Within moments another attack was launched. 
Screaming NVA came at them in a pincer movement. 
Master Sergeant John Snow, Lightfingers O’Quinn 
and Marvin Dayton swept a half-circle area in front 
of them. The Communist soldiers, urged on by their 
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shrieking commissars behind them, ran blindly and 
stupidly into the fusillade. They fell in piles, others 
leaping over the mounds of dead comrades to catch 
the 7.63 millimeter slugs in their own bodies as they 
added to the growing number of enemy dead. - 

Archie Dobbs and Dinky Dow had too much 
pressure on their part of the line. Despite firing as . 
rapidly as possible, several determined Reds reached 
them. Archie threw a horizontal butt-stroke that 
felled the first man to reach him, but the second 
bowled him over. Dinky Dow took out one man with 
a slashing bayonet attack, shot the one about to bash 
out Archie’s brains, then turned and grabbed the 
next exuberant attacker by an arm and hurled him 
over his shoulder. Before the Communist could 
regain his feet, Dinky Dow put two quick shots into 
his back. 

“*Let’s get the hell outta here!’’ Archie yelled 
scrambling back to a standing position. ‘‘We gotta 
shorten this fucking line, we’re too spread out for 
mass attacks,”’ 

Without knowing it, he was echoing the same 
orders that Falconi at that very moment was yelling 
into the mouthpiece of his Prick-Six Radio. Horny 
Galchaser having taken impromptu command on 
Dinky Dow’s order, now held the Alpha Team’s 
commo gear. Master Sergeant Snow, without taking 
time to affirm having received the order, got his own 
team backpedaling quickly toward the rear. 

‘This maneuver left a vacuum in the battle area that 
was quickly filled by the ever pressing NVA troops. 
The Reds fired blindly in the direction of the 
retreating Americans. 

Marvin Dayton took several hits in the torso, his 
tiger fatigues instantly soaked in blood before his 
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lifeless cadaver hit the ground. 

Minutes later, literally under Falconi’s nose, the 
entire detachment formed up. The Song Bo River’s 
bank was only a meter from where they stood. Every 
man looked at their commander, but not one 
. Suggested surrender. 

Falconi was proud of them and loved every one of 
the guys there. They had reached the proverbial 
situation of having no quarter and offering none. 

The captain grinned at the survivors and winked, 

his voice strong despite the fear and anger gnawing 
at his gut. 
**Kick ass!’’ 


TWENTY 


**Here they come!”’ 

Archie Dobbs’ voice sounded above the pre- 
iminary shots of the new attacks on this final, small 
,0sition. The Black Eagles, blocked in the back by 
he wide and deep Song Bo, and in front by a 
‘egimental-sized enemy attack force, prepared to 
nake the NVA pay dearly for this victory. 

What really bothered them was the knowledge that 
heir bodies, and any survivors, would be paraded 
yut for eastern bloc news photographers whose 
victures would end up in American publications for 
heir families and friends to see. 

Almost shoulder to shoulder, the detachment put 
jut a rate of fire that swept the first two waves of 
ittackers off their feet. The ones behind hesitated, 
sustaining a fair loss in their own ranks, then tried to 
yull. back. Screaming officers beat and pummeled 
hese men forward until they, too, were mowed 
Jown to join comrades already sprawled out in front 
of the American positions. 

Colonel Nguyen, at one point, leaped up.and tried 
o run for the Communist lines, but Falconi tackled 
1im and dragged the shrieking fanatic back to the 
nterior of the American’s impromptu last stand. 

Again the NVA swept forward. This time the 
Falcon’s men hurled a pre-planned barrage of 
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grenades that fell among the attacking enemy. Th 
explosives detonated almost simultaneously, creatin, 
an instantaneous curtain of steel that shredded th 
enemy’s forward rank. Those farther behind 
including the lightly wounded, stumbled ani 
staggered through the maze of cadavers to face th 
chillingly accurate fire of the Black Eagles. A few 
lucky enough to have been missed initially, stood w 
and tried to trade individual shots with the Blac! 
Eagles, but they dropped one by one. 

. And the pressure continued. — 

It was obvious the North Vietnamese commande 
was going all the way on this one. There were nm 
_breaks between units. He had massed his men an 
: driven them forward. If\ they couldn’t outshoot th 

American raiders, then they would literally crus! 

them with their numbers. 

Falconi kept his eye on Nguyen, deciding to wai 

until the last minute to use the wily colonel. Wha 

better way than to pick up the little bastard and rw 
at the enemy? There would be the short-lived, bu 
undeniable satisfaction of seeing the son of a bitcl 
die under his own side’s bullets before the Falco 
bought the farm himself. 

Bullets zipped and whined in the inaccurate, hast: 
fire directed at them. Falconi had hit the dirt, hi 
head near his radio, returning fire over Nguyen’ 
trembling body. He noted a break in the hissin, 
noise of the receiver. He looked around to seé whicl 
one of his men would be attempting to raise him o1 
the net—and why—but none had their commo gea 
in operation. Perhaps it was the NVA, but hov 
would they know what frequency or crystal to use’ 

He Picked up the Prick-Six. **This is a Black Eagle 
over.’ 
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The voice, accented and clear as.a bell, came back. 
“Black Eagle. This is Aussie. What has Raggedy 
Andy got that you ain’t got? Over.” 

For one incredulous moment, Falconi stared at the 
radio. The proper code of contact was as unbe- 
lievable as it was unexpected. He shook himself into 
action to give the correct answer. ‘‘Aussie, this is 
Black Eagle. Cotton balls. Over.’’ 

‘‘Roger, Black Eagle. Duck! Over.” 

Despite not knowing what the strange voice 
meant, Falconi knew better than to hesitate. ‘‘Cease 
firing!”? he yelled. “Get down! Get down! Kiss dirt, 
goddamnit!’’ 

His men, as conditioned as he, did exactly that. 

The first mortar rounds dropped in. One long and 
the other, causing a bit of nervous consternation, fell 
into the river behind them. But the third was on 
target. Then the fourth, fifth, sixth, and the others 
that followed. 

‘*Black Eagle, this is Aussie. Boats crossing for 
you. Meet ’em in the middle of the bleedin’ river. 
Out.” 

No more transmissions, no more questions. 
Falconi grabbed Nguyen’s collar and headed for the 
water, yelling the motto of the United States Infantry 
School over his shoulder: 

‘Follow Me!”’ 

He hit the water and turned to see Malpractice 
McCorkel behind him. The medic was cheerfully 
inquisitive. ‘“What the fuck’s going on, Falcon?” 

Falconi turned Nguyen over to him. ‘Take this 
little creep with you. Whoever you see out there, do 
exactly what he tells you.”’ 

‘‘Right!’? Swimming clumsily, Malpractice took 
his burden out with him. : 


229 


. Colonel Baldwin came up next with Archie Dobbs 
and Dinky Dow. Falconi sent him into the water and 
had the two members of the Recon Element stay with 
him to give covering fire. 

Horny Galchaser and Calvin Culpepper were next 
into the river. Lightfingers O’Quinn made a quick 
_ appearance with Master Sergeant John Snow on his 

tail 


The Falcon, Dobbs and Dinky Dow cut loose on 
the NVA who first appeared on the river bank they 
had just evacuated. These early-comers paid for their 
eagerness with their lives. Others behind them also 
tumbled under the lead of the three men to add their 
corpses to the hill of other dead NVA in the area. 
But the supporting skirmishers were right behind 
them, and the added fire power turned the tables. 
There was no stopping them now. 

Shots zapped at the remaining Black Eagles, 
kicking up spurts of dirt and splashing in the water. 
Snow grunted and pitched forward into O’Quinn’s 
arms 


**Get him the fuck outta here!’’ Falcon yelled. He 
and his two cohorts fired their last rounds at the 
exact moment the mortar barrage crept back to the 
river bank. The 60 millimeter shells obliterated the 
scene with roaring, multiple explosions that flung 
pieces of North Vietnamese soldiers into the river. 

Then the remainder of the Black Eagles swam out 
into the sweeping current of the Song Bo. 

Rubber boats filled with strange looking savages 
were in the middle of the river. These small, exotic 
men wearing loin cloths but carrying Mié6s, reached 
into the water and pulled the survivors aboard while 
shells continued to pound the shore that had just 
been evacuated. 
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When they reached the far side, Falconi stumbled 
ashore. A figure standing there, wearing tiger 
fatigues, gave the captain one of the sharpest salutes 
he had ever received. 

‘*Sir! Sergeant Newcomb, Australian SAS report- 
ing!?? ; 

Glancing behind the non-commissioned officer, 
Falcon saw three more Australians, all manning a 
small battery of mortars with several of their strange 
primitive friends helping them. He grinned wearily at 
the Aussie. ‘‘You know, Waltzing Matilda has 
always been one of my favorite songs!’” 
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TWENTY-ONE 


Falconi looked out the door of the descending H34 
helicopter and saw Clayton Andrews standing just 
off the landing pad of the B Camp. The CIA 
operative turned his head to avoid the swirling dust 
kicked up by the aircraft’s rotors. 

The Falcon jumped out first- then turned to help 
Lightfingers O’Quinn and Malpractice McCorkel 
unload the poncho shrouded body. The rest of the 

“passengers disembarked: Lieutenant Colonel 
‘Winston Baldwin, SFC Horny Galchaser, SGT 
Calvin Culpepper, and finally Archie Dobbs and 
Dinky Dow with Colonel Nguyen between them. All 
hurried across the pad with Falconi following. He 
stopped and nodded to Andrews. 

**Glad that we got out as many as we did at least,’’ 
Andrews said. He looked at the dead man. ‘‘Who’s 
that?” 

“The Top,’’ Falconi answered. 

‘‘Damn!’’ It was an exclamation more of grief 
than anger. He noted Colonel Nguyen Chi Roi, still 
handcuffed, being escorted away by Horny 
Galchaser and Calvin Culpepper. ‘‘I take it you 
weren’t able to get the North Korean.”’ 

“Oh, we got the wily old fox all right,’’ Falconi 
said. ‘‘And he damn near beat the shit out of me 
before Dinky Dow did him in with that curvy dagger 
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of his.’’ 

- “I presume you'll fill in the juicy ; details on your 
debriefing,’’ Andrews said. ‘‘I’m glad to see you got 
Baldwin out though. I presume that Special Forces 
sergeant was also in no shape for liberation.’’ 

‘‘He was ready,”’ the Falcon said. ‘‘In fact they 
were fattening him up for some propaganda ploy or 
other. But we lost him in the final firefight.’’ 

*‘Under the circumstances, you and the guys did a 
superlative job,’’ Andrews said. 

The first chopper took off and the second came in. 
This time Sergeant Newcomb, the other SAS men 
and several of their native friends leaped off and 
hurried over to them. The Australian saluted 
Falconi. ‘‘I only wish we could have gotten to you 
sooner, sir. We pushed things as best we could, but 
when one must deal solely with informers and recce 
patrols, it does take a bit o’ time.”’ 

**Your efforts are very well appreciated, believe 
me,’’ Falconi said sincerely. 

“Well, I must tend to my report. We’ve paper- 
work in the Australian forces too, y’know.’’ 

-“Right,’’ Falconi said. He watched the SAS man 
head down to the camp with his strange comrades 
following. 

‘*Who are those natives with the Australians?’’ 
Falconi asked. 

“‘They’re from the Coteau-Vert,”” Andrews 
answered. ‘‘A Montagnard bunch. They’re more 
anti-Vietnam than anti-Communist, unfortunately.’’ 

‘In other words, they’ll fight north or south with 
equal fervor?’’ Falconi asked. 

*“Yeah. Except our side has been giving them 
plenty of money and weapons, so they’re content to 
shoot to the north,’’ Andrews said. 
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*‘Mercenary or not, they’re mean little bastard 
and I’m glad they’re on our side one way or th 
other,”’ Falconi said. 

**How many personnel did you: lose altogether?’ 
Andrews asked. 

*‘Counting everybody—thirteen guys—thirtee 
damned good guys,’’ Falconi said. ‘‘How come w 
_ weren’t told about that fucking battalion being in th 
vicinity of Garrison Three? That was what fucke: 
everything all up.” 

‘“We’ve only just learned that they arrived a da 
- before you did,’’ Andrews explained. ‘‘It’s shitty 
but one of those things. We think they were slate: 
- for duty down south, so maybe your hurting then 
turned out to be a blessing after all.’’ 

**C’est la guerre, as Dutch Hosteins would say,’ 
Falconi remarked. ‘‘Another good man wasted.”’ 

‘*Yeah,’’ Andrews agreed. ‘‘Looks like he won’ 
make it to the States after all.’’ 

**What’s going to be said to his brother?”’ 

Andrews shrugged. ‘‘I don’t know—killed b 
terrorists, or something. The Vietnamese police wil 
take care of informing the French Embassy.” 

‘‘We ought to write the guy’s brother,’’ Falcon 
said. 

‘*Forget it. We’re not even supposed to knov 
Bruno Hosteins existed, get it? We contact his famil: 
in New Jersey and they’ll get curious,’’ Andrew 
said. 

‘‘What if I said I hung out in his bar?’’ Falcon 
suggested. ‘‘I could write a letter to substantiat 
whatever the version the local cops give on his death 
Then say he was a hell of a good guy, well liked wit! 
lots of friends—and all that. Might make his famil' 
feel a little better knowing there were others tha 
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10ught a lot of him.’’ 

“No. 99 

‘Right. ” 

Andrews turned and Falconi followed him. down 
1e hill. The army captain looked around at the 
pecial Forces B camp, fortified and well laid out 
1at stretched before them. ‘‘We gonna be debriefed 
ere before R&R?”’ 

**You’re going to be debriefed here, yes,’’ 
indrews said. ‘‘But no R&R.”’ 

Falconi stopped in mid-stride. ‘‘Why the fuck 
ot?’ 

‘‘Another mission’s popped up, and can’t be put 
ff,”’ Andrews said as they resumed their stroll to 
1¢ installation’s headquarters. 

**Put somebody else on it, goddamnit it!” 

‘*There’s nobody else that can handle this baby,’’ 
wndrews said. ‘‘As a matter of fact, the Australian is 
oing in with you on this one.”’ 

**’m sure the guy’s hardcore and all that, but 
1ese men of mine need a fucking break, Andy!”? 

“Sorry.” 

Again Falconi stopped. ‘‘What could be so 
oddamned important that these jokers of mine 
an’t have some time off?’’ 

Andrews looked back at him. ‘‘How about a 
oviet nuclear reactor in Laos?’’ He continued on his 
ay down the hill. 

Falconi stood there watching him, seething with 
nger. Then his emotions leveled off and he cooled 
own. 

What the hell? Nobody said this job was going to 
@ easy. 
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ZEBRA BRINGS YOU EXCITING BESTSELLERS 
by Lewis Orde 


MUNICH 10 (1300, $3.95 


They’ve killed her lover, and they’ve kidnapped her son. Now th: 
world-famous actress is swept into a maelstrom of internationa 

‘intrigue and bone-chilling suspense—and the only man who car 
help her pursue her enemies is a complete stranger . . . 


HERITAGE « (1100, $3.75; 
Beautiful innocent Leah and her two brothers were forced by the 
holocaust to flee their parents’ home. A courageous immigrant 
family, each battled for love, power and their very lifeline — their 
HERITAGE.: 


THE LION'S WAY (900, $3.75) 
An all-consuming saga that spans four generations in the life of 
troubled and talented David, who struggles to rise above his immi- 
grant heritage and rise to a world of glamour, fame and success! 


DEADFALL (1400, $3.95) 
by Lewis Orde and Bill Michaels 

The two men Linda cares about most, her father and her lover, 
entangle her in a plot to hold Manhattan Island hostage for a bil- 
lion dollars ransom. When the bridges and tunnels to Manhattan 
are blown, Linda is suddenly a terrorist ~except she’s the one 
who’s terrified! 


Available wherever paperbacks are sold, or order direct from the 
Publisher. Send cover price plus 50¢ per copy for mailing and 
handling to Zebra Books, 475 Park Avenue South, New York, 
N.Y. 10016. DO NOT SEND CASH. 


THE SURVIVALIST SERIES 
by Jerry Ahern 


#3: THE QUEST (851, $2.50) 
Not even a deadly game of intrigue within the Soviet High Command, 
and a highly placed traitor in the U.S. government can deter Rourke . 
from continuing his desperate search for his family. 


#4: THE DOOMSAYER (893, $2.50) 
The most massive earthquake in history is only hours away, and Com- 
munist-Cuban troops, Soviet-Cuban rivalry, and a traitor in the inner 
circle of U.S. II block Rourke’s path. 


#5: THE WEB (1145, $2.50) 
Blizzards rage around Rourke as he picks up the trail of his family and 
Fee ee ance A TES 7 ume, eta Vanes CO: But 
the quiet isn’t going to last for long! 


#6: THE SAVAGE HORDE (1243, $2.50) 
Rourke’s search gets sidetracked when he’s forced to help a military 
unit locate a cache of eighty megaton warhead missiles hidden on the 
New West Coast —and accessible only by submarine! 


#7: THE PROPHET (1339, $2.50) 
As six nuclear missiles are poised to start the ultimate conflagration, 
Rourke’s constant quest becomes a desperate mission to save both his 
family and all humanity from being blasted into extinction! 


#8; THE END IS COMING ; (1374, $2.50) 
Rourke must smash through Russian patrols and cut to the heart of a 
KGB plot that could spawn a lasting legacy of evil. And when the sky 
bursts into flames, penrray Spied icy Soe the planet, it will 
be the ultimate test for THE SURVIVALIST. 


Available wherever paperbacks are sold, or order direct from the Pub- 
lisher, Send cover price plus 50¢ per copy for mailing and handling to 
Zebra Books, 475 Park Avenue South, New York, N.Y. 10016. DO 
NOT SEND CASH. 


THE NEWEST ADVENTURES AND ESCAPADES OF 
BOLT 
by Cort Martin 


#10: BAWDY HOUSE SHOWDOWN (1176, $2.25) 
* The best man to run the new brothel in San Francisco is Bolt. But 
Bolt’s intimate interviews lead to a shoot-out that has the city quak- 
ing—and the girls shaking! 


#11: THE LAST BORDELLO (1224, $2.25) 
A working girl in Angel’s camp doesn’t stand a chance—unless 
Jared Bolt takes up arms to bring a little peace to the town . . . and 
discovers that the trouble is caused by a woman who used to do the 
same! 


#12; THE HANGTOWN HARLOTS (1275, $2.25) 
When the miners come to town, the local girls are used to having 
wild parties, but events are turning ugly . . . and murderous. Jared 
Bolt knows the trade of tricking better than anyone, though, and is 
always the first to come to a lady in need... . 


#13: MONTANA MISTRESS - (1316, $2.25) 
Roland Cameron owns the local bank, the sheriff, and the town— 
and he thinks he owns the sensuous saloon singer, Charity, as well. 

But the moment Bolt and Charity eye each other there’s fire—espe- 
cially gunfire! 


#14: VIRGINIA CITY VIRGIN (1360, $2.25) 
When Katie’s bawdy house holds a high stakes raffle, Bolt figures to 
take a chance, It’s winner take all—and the prize is a budding nine- 
teen year old virgin! But there’s a passle of gun-toting folks who’d 
rather see Bol in a coffin than in the virgin’s bed! 


#15: BORDELLO BACKSHOOTER (1411, $2.25) 
Nobody has ever seen the face of curvaceous Cherry Bonner, the 
mysterious madam of the bawdiest bordello in Cheyenne. When 
Bolt keeps a pimp with big ideas and a terrible temper from having 
his way with Cherry, gente t flares and a gambling man would bet 
on murder: Bolt’s! 


Available wherever paperbacks are sold, or order direct from the 
Publisher. Send cover price plus 50¢ per copy for mailing and 
handling to Zebra Books, 475 Park Avenue South, New York, N.Y. 
1Q0I6. DO NOT SEND CASH. 


MORE OF THE HOTTEST WESTERNS! 


GUNN #18: THE GOLDEN LADY (1298, $2.25) 
by Jory Sherman 

dune 's got a beautiful miner’s daughter in front of him, and hard- 
case killers closing in on him from the rear. It looks like he'll be 
shooting in all directions! ; 


GUNN #19: HIGH MOUNTAIN HUSSY (1348, $2.25) 
by Jory Sherman 
Gunn gets intimate with a dark-haired ‘temptress—and she’s re- 
vealing i it all! Her father’s been murdered, but not before writing a 
cryptic message that Gunn’s obliged to decipher — before a killer 
deciphers Gunn! 


GUNN #20: TEN-GALLON TEASE (1378, $2.25) 
by Jory Sherman 

With Apache raiders and a desperate outlaw gang each planning 
an ambush, Gunn’s chance to make fast money selling California 
horses to the U.S, Cavalry looks slim. He’s lucky he can count on 
“a brakes of a wild and beautiful tomboy to help him in the 
c es 


SHELTER #18: TABOO TERRITORY (1379, $2.25) 
by Paul Ledd 

A ruthless death-battalion member is Shelter’s target—but Shel- 
ter’s got to get the Baja to take his shot. And with the help of a 
dark-haired Baja beauty, he may just succeed! 


SHELTER #19: THE HARD MEN (1428, $2.25) 
by Paul Ledd 

Shelter’s aiming to cross another member of the death battalion 
off his hit list —except he’s hunting the wrong man. Morgan’s in 
for trouble, and it takes the hot touch of an eager ‘squaw to get him 
ready for action! 


SHELTER #20: SADDLE TRAMP (1464, $2.25) 
by Paul Ledd 

Tracking another killer, Shelter takes on the identity of a murdered 
U.S. marshal and lays down the law. And a buxom bargirl named 
Lola likes the way the law lays! 


Available wherever paperbacks are sold, or order direct from the 
Publisher. Send cover price plus 50€ per copy for mailing and 
handling to Zebra Books, 475 Park Avenue South, New York, 
N.Y. 10016. DO NOT SEND CASH. 


DYNAMIC NEW LEADERS IN MEN’S ADVENTURE! 


_THE MAGIC MAN #2: 
THE GAMOV FACTOR (1252, $2.50) 
by David Bannerman : 
With Brezhnev terminally ill, the West needs an agent in place to con- 
trol the outcome of the race to replace him, And there’s no one better 
suited for the job than THE MAGIC MAN! 


THE WARLORD (1189, $3.50) 
by Jason Frost 

The world’s gone mad with disruption. Isolated from help, the survi- 
vors face a state in which law is a memory and violence is the rule. 
Only one man is fit to lead the people, a man raised among the Indi- 
ans and trained by the Marines. He is Erik Ravensmith, THE WAR- 
LORD-—a deadly adversary and a hero of our times. 


THE WARLORD #2: THE CUTTHROAT ° (1308, $2.50) 
by Jason Frost 

Though death sails the Sea of Los Angeles, there is only one man who 
will fight to save what is left of California’s ravaged paradise. His 
name is THE WARLORD —and he won't stop until the job is done! 


THE WARLORD #3: BADLAND : (1437, $2.50) 
by Jason Frost 
His son has been kidnapped by his worst enemy and THE WAR- 
LORD must fight a pack of killers to free him. Getting close enough 
to grab the boy will be nearly impossible —but then so is living in this 
tortured world! 


Available wherever paperbacks are sold, or order direct from the Pub- 
lisher, Send cover price plus 50€ per copy for mailing and handling to 
Zebra Books, 475 Park Avenue South, New York, N.Y. 10016. DO 
NOT SEND CASH. 


4 
-- JUNGLE HELL HOLE 

That's the.best that could be said for the NVA 
POW Campin the Mekong Delta. For Falconi and 
his Black Eagle guerilla squad, the worst news 
was that the North Koreans had come into help 
the, North Vietnamese brainwash the Ameri- 
cans held prisoner there—and to turn them 
into Hanoi’s robots! ; 

SOG's order to free the prisoners was greeted 
with cheers. It was the second part of the 
assignment that got the jungle fighters angry. 
Colonel Nguyen Chi Roi, commandant of the 
camp, was high on the Eagles’ hit list, but Ameri- 
can Intelligence wanted the butcher brought 
back alive for questioning 

Falconi could already feel his fingers around 
the Commie’s throat; not Killing him would be 

~" toughest assignment to date! 
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